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CHAPTER I. 

"SHORT TOIL, ETERNAL REST." 

A COLD dismal evening in early March : the rain, which 
has continued unceasingly throughout the day, is driven 
by the wind against an uncurtained window, by which 
a lad has been for some time impatiently waiting. 

" I wish father would come," he says at last ; " I 
can't finish this boat without him." 

*' I wish he would come for his own sake, Frank ; he 
must be wet and tired enough, don't bother him about 
the boat to-night." Dr Cameron had been all day 
riding about the country visiting his patients : it was 
now past six o'clock, but still he did not come. 

The boys waiting for him were so much alike that 
you could see at once that they were twins. 

The one who spoke last, called Hugh, drew the 
window curtains, and made up the fire, and soon after, 
hearing the horse's feet on the gravel path, both boys 
rushed to the door to let their father in. 
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As he stood in the passage, the water streamed from 
the rim of his hat and his mackintosh, but he only 

laughed, and told 
them to stand back, 
until he had got rid 
of his outer clothing. 
"I've been wet 
through, and partly 
dry again, several 
times to - day, my 
boys. Make a good 
fire, against I come 
down." It was some 
minutes before he 
did so, in dry cloth- 
ing, but looking very 
weary. 

" I've been wet through." « -r* ^t » t_ 

"Father, began 
Frank, " IVe been watching for you so long ; my boat 
won't balance properly after all my trouble." 

"Let it alone now, Frank," urged Hugh. "Ring 
the bell for father's dinner, and let him have it in 
peace." 

But the Doctor could not eat his dinner when it came, 
and presently it was sent out untasted. 

He looked very pale, and shivered now and then, but 
he said it was only fatigue, and that he should be " all 
right " after a cup of tea. 
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Hugh looked anxious, and Frank was silent for a 
while, for both the boys loved their father. 

They would have been strange boys had they not 
done so. Their mother had died when they were 
infants, since which time their father had never parted 
with them. They were all the comfort left him in this 
world, and for twelve years he had filled the place of 
both father and mother. 

They studied with the clergyman of the parish, and 
being quick boys, stood pretty well in school attain- 
ments. 

To-night they had to prepare their work alone, 
Dr Cameron seeming too tired to help them, as he 
usually did. 

He was not able to rest long. 

" Please, sir," said a servant, " Maria Smith is come 
to say you must go directly to see her husband. He's 
took bad again, and is just ramping." 

" Bother her husband," called out Frank. " Let him 
ramp. I wouldn't go out again to-night, Dad, for any- 
one. 

" Tell her I will come shortly, Mary," said Dr Cam- 
eron, suppressing a little sigh at the prospect of a walk 
of a mile and a half up hill in the rain. 

" Must you really turn out again, when you are so 
tired, father ? " asked Hugh. " Ten to one it is half 
fancies." 

" Possibly, Hugh. Smith is a bad hand at bearing 
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pain, but he has been seriously ill before, so that I can- 
not judge without seeing him. Don't concern yourself 
on my account, and don't sit up if I should be late." 

Frank, looking very disappointed, stood twirling his 
boat between his fingers. 

" What is it, Frank t " said his father, kindly. 
" What's amiss with the little affair t " 

" It's lop-sided, father. I only want you to file it a 
little so as to balance it. It wouldn't take long." 

" Leave it here, my boy. I will see what I can do by- 
and-bye," said Dr Cameron, as he left the boys again 
alone. 

" Just like him," murmured Hugh. " He thinks of 
every one before himself; I wish I were old enough to 
help him." 

" I shall take jolly good care not to be a doctor," 
replied his brother. "I wouldn't be at the beck and 
call of a set of idiots like Maria Smith. Last time her 
husband was * ramping,' it turned out to be nothing at 
all. I can't think how people can be so selfish." 

And satisfied at having at last gained his point, he 
betook himself shortly to bed. 

Dr Cameron did not feel " all right " by any means 
next morning ; indeed he was so ill that it was with 
difficulty he did his day's work, and by night was suffer- 
ing so much from acute pain in his side, that he was 
obliged to give in and ask a brother doctor to help him. 
But neither rest nor medicine relieved him, and before 
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another day was over, he was dangerously ill from in- 
flammation of the lungs. 

The boys remained at home to be with their father, 
who felt it probable that his illness might be fatal. On 
the evening of the fifth day of his attack he called Hugh 
to him — Frank he had purposely sent on a message, 
that he might speak during his absence. 

" My boy," said he, in a faint, slow voice, — ah ! how 
strangely altered from a few days back — " there is but 
little chance that I shall get over this illness ; don't 
interrupt me, Hugh, I have not much time or strength 
to spare, and I have much to say to you. 

" I do not judge only from my own feelings of weak- 
ness ; Dr Jervis confessed this morning that he fears 
there is little hope for me. If it should be so, and God 
is about to take me home, remember, my dearest boy, 
that I leave Frank in your care. You are the same 
age, certainly, but yours is the stronger character, and I 
look with confidence to your helping him, as far as you 
can, to fight his battle here. Dear Hugh, you know as 
well as I, thank God for it, that this life is but one long 
battle for us all. Frank has not learnt this yet, but 
whilst you live, Hugh, remember my dying words to 
you, were to strive to strengthen your brother's char- 
acter, to shield him as far as you can from evil, and to 
influence him only for good. Remember also, my 
dearest son, that it is my greatest comfort in leaving 
you behind, to feel that by God's grace you can and 
will do this for him. Do you promise V 
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Hugh was too much overcome to do more than sob 
out — ** Always, always, dear father, so help me, God, I 
will." Then hearing footsteps approaching, he ran to 
his own room to calm himself, lest his grief should 
distress him he loved so dearly. 

Hugh had his father's nature over again. Frank, 
though he loved his father and brother, loved his own 
self far better. And this failing had unfortunately been 
increased through his being of a delicate constitution. 
On this account he had been petted and indulged, and 
had grown to look upon it, as a matter of course, that 
he should be the first object of everybody's care. 

There was no jealousy on Hugh's side — the love 
between the brothers was very strong, and it was to 
Hugh that Frank turned in every difficulty. Hugh 
helped him with all his hard lessons. Hugh bore the 
brunt of every scrape into which they got. Hugh 
pitched into the boys who bullied them, so that he, too, 
unconsciously helped to foster in his brother his natural 
self-love. 

• • • • • • 

But two more days of suffering, only one short week 
since the boys were watching for their father's return, 
and they were orphans. With a white face, but tearless 
eyes, Hugh to the last had kept his place by his father's 
side, ministering to him in his moments of agony, and 
resolutely forcing back the tears that strove so hard to 
come. To the very last he had held his hand and 
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whispered words of love and comfort in his ear, and 
had not shrunk even from the sight of death, coming 
to him for the first time in the person of his own father. 
For poor Frank it was too much ; his violent grief was 
so distressing, and his dread of seeing his father die 
so great, that he was obliged to be removed from the 
room. 

But when at last all was over, and the necessity for 
restraint past, Hugh went to him and the brothers 
sobbed out their grief in each other's arms. 

The confusion in the house had all subsided, the 
bustle of sending and receiving telegrams, the enquiries 
of friends, the excitement of the doctor's visits, all was 
at an end ; the quiet, the awful quiet of Death was over 
everything. The boy's Aunt Ethel, their father's only 
sister, had arrived from London with her husband, and 
there was nothing left for Hugh and Frank but to 
realize and to suffer. 

Late in the evening following that dreadful day, 
Hugh crept in alone to the room where lay all he cared 
most for on earth. 

The room was dark, save for the lights at the head 
of the table where rested the coffin. There, cold and 
immovable, was stretched the dear form that had 
never rested from kind works for all around him; 
crossed upon his breast lay those unselfish hands at 
peace for ever, and the kind eyes were closed, and 
insensible for the first time, to the agony of his child. 
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As Hugh hung over the coffin, his mind went back 
to little more than a week ago, when his father was in 
health, and playing football with them in the field ; he 
seemed to. hear his merry laugh ring through the air, 
and to see him as active in the game as either of them- 
selves. Prior to this attack, Hugh never remembered 
to have seen his father ill, and now as he looked at the 
cold features, so calm and stern and dignified in death, 
it seemed no more his father, but only a cruel mockery 
of what he had been. 

On his breast lay a small cross made of violets, 
placed there by Aunt Ethel. The lid of the coffin 
rested against the wall, with his name and age engraved 
on the brass plate. 

" Aged thirty-nine." So short a life, and yet so full 
of work for his fellowmen, and above all for his Master 
in heaven. 

The door opened, and Hugh saw Frank standing on 
the threshold, half-longing and half-dreading to come in. 

Hugh went to him and said softly — 

" Let us look at him together, Frank, it will help us 
to give him up, to see how peacefully he lies at rest." 

But Frank had no sooner looked at his dead father's 
face than he burst into a passionate appeal. 

"Oh, father, father! I cannot bear it! How could 
God be so cruel as to take you from us ! I love yoii ; 
love you, father ! Why did I not tell you of it when I 
could." 
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Then came the bitter remembrance, sure to come to 
all of us some day, of the many little ways in which he 
must have wounded him, and of the many neglected 
opportunities of pleasing him. Ah ! if we could only 
realize in our moments of possession what we should 
be, left without those we love, could we ever hurt one 
another as we so often do, not perhaps by actual un- 
kindness as by omitting to show and tell them, all the 
love we feel. Never, never more, can we tell them of 
it now ; still let us thank God for the blessed hope we 
have that there is no longer need, that they are able 
now to read our hearts, and know their truth, as they 
never could have done by our best efforts here. 

As Hugh held his brother closely to him he remem- 
bered vividly his father's last charge, and secretly sent 
up a prayer to God to help him to perform it faithfully. 

It was a comfort now to feel how much that father 
had trusted him ; it was a greater comfort to know that 
God had given him work to set about at once. 

As they were leaving the room, Frank's eyes fell 
upon his little boat, forgotten during the last few days 
of sorrow. It was lying on the mantelpiece where Dr 
Cameron had himself put it How Frank's heart smote 
him when he found that the fault in it was remedied. 
Ill as his father had been that night, he had not failed 
to keep his word, and spare a little more time from his 
much needed rest for the sake of the child he loved so 
dearly. 
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CHAPTER II. 

CHANGES. 

It had long been a promise that the boys should stay 
with their aunt for a few weeks, that they might see 
London, so that it seemed quite a natural arrangement 
when some days after the funeral Aunt Ethel said to 
them, "Dear boys, your uncle will remain here for a 
short time to see all business matters settled, but we 
have arranged that you shall return to town to-morrow 
with me, until we can fix upon a school to which to 
send you." 

Both the boys looked pleased ; they had • always 
longed, as do all boys, for real school life, and the pros- 
pect of an entire change of scene was just now very 
agreeable. 

" How soon shall we go to school. Aunt Ethel ? " 
asked Frank. 

" Probably after Easter," she answered ; " it wants six 
weeks to that yet. In the meantime you will have 
plenty to see in London. You must collect all you care 
to keep amongst your private things, and in the after- 
noon call on your friends and say good-bye to them for 
the present." 
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Aunt Ethel little thought what she was doing when 
she bade the boys collect all they cared for. They set 
to work immediately, piling the floor of their room with 
boxes, books, and tools of all sorts, but their greatest 
ingenuity was exercised in contriving travelling arrange- 
ments for rabbits, bantams, pigeons, a squirrel, and a 
fat puppy. 

It pained Aunt Ethel to tell them they could not 
take their pets, for she had children of her own, and 
knew how much their live things were to them, so she 
said, gently : 

" Children, these poor things would die cooped up like 
that ; indeed you cannot take so many now. Try and 
think of some one who will take care of them for the 
present." 

Seeing how disappointed they looked, she added, 
" You know you would not be allowed to take them to 
school. Suppose you take the squirrel and puppy, and 
find homes for the rest" 

"All right. Aunt Ethel ; and I suppose this little chap 
won't count," said Frank, taking out of his pocket a 
tame white mouse, which immediately settled itself 
between his coat collar and shirt. 

Aunt Ethel laughed, " I suppose you must keep the 
little horror," she said, " only mind it doesn't run over 
me. 

The pup, which was named " Mumps " on account of 
the fat which encumbered his throat and face, was a 
Clumber spaniel of two months old, whose mission in 
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life so far, seemed to be devouring all boots or shoes 
that came in his way. 

The boys having provided him with a good supply of 
these luxuries, he was quite happy, although shut up in 
a hamper. 

" Now, Hugh, let us call on all we can, for it won't 
take long. There are but two or three places I mean 
to go to." 

"There are a good many we must call on, Frank, even 
if we don't call for them. Think how kind every one 
was when father was ill. I am sure he will not like us 
to leave them out First, there is Mrs Lawson, and the 
Grants, and the Pritchard's, and Hoopers, and some of 
the poor. I couldn't go without seeing old Potts ; and 
in the evening we will walk over to Little Compton, 
and thank Dr Jervis for all he did." 

Each of the boys gulped down something like a sob ; 
but, thank God, trouble rolls off the young like water 
from a duck's back, and they had not gone far before 
they were laugKing and talking much as usual. 

" Not to the Hoopers, Hugh, I can't stand them. It 
makes me so mad to hear them speak of father as ' pa,* 
and * poor pa,' too. Why do people always speak of 
the dead as * poor ' ? " 

It is a question often asked by much older people. 
Why, indeed, should the Blessed Dead be so spoken of .^ 
I suppose many do it from a foolish habit only. They 
seem to forget that Death, instead of being the conclu- 
sion of our life, is in reality its glorious Beginning. 
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I think there would be less dread of the physical pain 
of death, if we were brought up from childhood to look 
for it as the commencement of all that is worth having, 
and the Eternal Holiday, to gain which we have been 
put to school here on earth. 

The boys first went to see old Potts. 

" Well, well, lads," he said to them, " he's got home 
before me, after all my years of helplessness and pain. 
There was he, as strong to look at as a man well could 
be ; and here be I, of no manner of use, seemingly, but 
to try my old woman's patience a-tending of me. But 
the Lord knows when to take us, and I can't begrudge 
the doctor all he's gained, though I miss him terrible, 
that I do." 

Potts was ignorant, so far as grammar went, but he 
did not speak of Dr Cameron as " poor." 

Hugh promised Potts some of his father's clothes, 
which he had looked out for him. 

" I would rather burn them than give them to any- 
body. Potts ; but you loved him, and he will like to see 
you wear them, I am sure." 

Then, shaking hands very heartily with the old man, 
they walked silently away. 

They had to hurry over their many visits, as their 
time was so short, and by the time they had returned 
from Dr Jervis', were so tired from the excitement of 
the day, that they fell asleep as soon as they were in 
bed, even though their hearts were heavy with the con- 
sciousness that this was the last night in their pld home. 
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CHAPTER III. 

LONDON. 

When the boys found themselves at the Paddington 
Station next day, they opened their eyes wider than they 
had ever done before. It seemed to them wonderful that 
anybody could ever find their luggage or their way out 
amongst such a labyrinth of platforms ; but they learnt, 
even before leaving it, how easily and quickly everything 
may be managed by method. 

Aunt Ethel took it very quietly. She was used to 
London, and not one of those who think it feminine to 
be helpless. 

"Keep close to me," she said, "and out of the way 
of the porters* trucks." 

Then she walked up to the place where they were 
taking out the luggage, and stood opposite the railing 
where the letter M was hung out 

She touched a porter on the arm. "Those seven 
boxes marked * Manners ' for me, porter ; a four-wheel, 
please, for St John's Wood." 

The boys could not help contrasting her manner with 
that of an excitable lady near them. With her bonnet 
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half off her head from the awkward way in which she 
allowed herself to be pushed about, the bow of her scarf 
twisted under her left ear, and her whole appearance 
like one whose mind is disordered, she was trying to 
force her way inside the railings. 

"All in good time, ma'am," said an official good 
naturedly but firmly, taking her rather ignominiously 
by the shoulders and ejecting her. " You really must 
not come inside." 

" But that's my box," she gasped, making an ineffec- 
tual grab at it, " and there ought to be another one, a 
black box with a cord on it." 

" What name } " asked the man, " there's no address 
on this." 

" Oh, no name, it wasn't directed ; but it's a black box 
with a cord on it." 

The man grinned. " There's a sight of black boxes 
with cords on 'em. Where from, mum, was it labelled } " 

"Oh, I don't know. I came from Wellington, no 
Taunton ; but I don't know if it was labelled." 

" Can't be responsible for anything if it ain't labelled," 
said the porter. " You must stand aside, mum, please, 
till the other goods are sorted out, and then we may 
come upon yours." 

Just then, a porter who had never moved in highly 
polished circles, did for her dilapidated bonnet, by 
completely knocking it off her head with the corner of 
a tremendous trunk he had just hoisted on his shoulders. 
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It was a mercy he did not take off her head also ; as it 
was, she was twirled round and deposited in a sitting 
posture upon a laden truck which another man was 
preparing to wheel off. 

" Bless my heart," laughed the man, " IVe got 
enough already without any more," and both the boys 
burst out laughing very rudely in her face. 



'* Bless my heart,** laughed the man, " Fve got enough already.** 

She was still gesticulating and chattering about her 
boxes when they had collected theirs and were ready 
to start, and the boys were loth to lose sight of her. 

Aunt Ethel sat herself back in the cab resigned to 
a long uncomfortable drive. She had given up the 
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windows to the boys who were protruding their heads 
as far as they could. Suddenly Hugh bobbed in again; 
a great roman-nosed horse, whose head nearly touched 
their window, had made a snap at him. 

" Now then, wake up stupid," called out the driver, 
and Hugh found he had some experience to gain as 
well as the lady at the station. 

Presently, as they left the more crowded part of 
London, the noise lessened a little; and they were able 
to hear each other speak and to drive quickly. 

Mrs Manners lived in a quiet part of St John's Wood, 
where omnibuses passed constantly for all parts of 
the City ; and Mr Manners found it a convenient 
distance from his office, for he was a literary man, and 
wrote and edited a great deal. 

Their aunt stopped and kissed them as they entered 
the house. 

" Children, remember this is your home at all times, 
and you must try to love and trust us as you would 
your own parents, had they lived." 

Then she brushed off the tears which had gathered 
in her eyes, and said : 

" Come up now with me, and see your cousins." 

The younger children had not been told of their 
mother's anticipated return, and when she opened the 
door, she watched them for a minute unobserved. 
Georgie, about six years old, was just then occupied in 
acting groom to Maud, who was a year younger, and 
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was supposed to be a restive horse undergoing cleaning. 
She had taken off her stockings, and was holding her 
clothes very high, whilst Georgie, with a brush left by 
the housemaid after blacking the grate, was working 
away at his sister's legs, and hissing meanwhile after 
the fashion of the grooms in the mews near them. 
But as they caught sight of " mother " they flew to her 
with a scream of joy, and she caught up Maudie, and 
cuddled George, regardless of the black legs and dirty 
brush, which were included in her embrace. 

She had another child who had been for years an 
invalid from spinal weakness, so she left the boys to 
make acquaintance with their little cousins, whilst she 
went to Herbert, who was expecting her. 

The delicacy of her boy was a great cause of anxiety 
to Mrs Manners ; sometimes better and sometimes 
worse, still the doctors yet hoped that he might out- 
grow his weakness. 

For three years, ever since he had fallen from the 
bannisters, down which he was sliding, he had lain on 
his back, and suffered at times much pain. 

His natural high spirits had succumbed to so much 
confinement, and by the side of his cousins, who were 
rather older than himself, he looked a very white and 
frail boy. 

But excitement made him brighter this evening, and 
he and Mumps soon struck up a mutual friendship. 
Poor Mumps had very wet furrows down his fat cheeks, 
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the result of his long day's imprisonment, and his grati- 
tude at being set at liberty was so great that he was 
ready to lick any face or hand near him. 

In a few days Mr Manners returned. He was guar- 
dian to Hugh and Frank, and they both stood a little 
in awe of him ; for though a kind-heartfed man, he was 
stern in manner, and did not care for the society of 
children. 

When at home he wzis generally grave and pre- 
occupied, and being used to his own quiet boy, did 
not make allowance for the high spirits of Hugh and 
Frank. 

The latter, through his thoughtlessness and disregard 
for the comfort of others, soon got into trouble. 

It had been a persistently wet day, and excepting 
for what could be seen from the windows, there had 
been nothing to amuse the boys. 

They had been cooped in all day, and were now 
standing at the library window, enjoying themselves, I 
am afraid, at the expense of their fellow-creatures. 

They talked and giggled at first in undertones, as 
Uncle Fred was reading, and making notes as he read. 
He had returned home but a short time, wet and cold, 
and consequently not disposed to make the best of 
things. 

At some rather noisy joke and scuffle between the 
boys, he laid down his book and looked up over his 
spectacles. 

He did not speak, but glared at them till their eyes 
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fell and they grew very hot. Then he resumed his 
reading, and Frank, partly from nervousness and partly 
from fun, made a small explosive noise of laughter, 
which was not lost upon his uncle. 

After this they behaved with some propriety for a 
while, until the effect of their uncle's stare had worn 
off, and unfortunately they found a new object of 
ridicule. 

" Here comes Psyche," cried out Frank, as a very fat 
old woman, breasting the wind and displaying anything 
but a graceful figure, fought manfully along. 

She certainly was screwing up a most absurd face, 
from the combined effect of the wind and rain beating • 
upon her, and as she passed close under the window, 
a fierce gust which threw up her umbrella, blew it com- 
pletely inside out, and forced her to twirl round to 
recover breath, which made both boys burst into a roar 
of laughter, whilst Frank executed a pcLS seul of 
delight. 

"Boys," said Uncle Fred, sternly, "if you must 
behave like babies, you had best go to the nursery. 
One would think you were six years old instead of 
twelve." 

Hugh was sorry to have vexed him, but Frank did 
not appear at all contrite, and a minute after, when his 
uncle was apparently again absorbed in his book, 
buried his face in his handkerchief and pretended to be 
overcome by his sorrow. 

This was intended solely for Hugh's benefit, but was 
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seen by Mr Manners, who caught sight of Master 
Frank, just as he removed one corner of his handker- 
chief to wink facetiously at his brother. 

His uncle rose, and opening the door, said angrily, 
" You can stay upstairs, young gentleman, till I send 
for you." And with a very indignant face, Frank 
marched out of the room. 

Hugh went straight to his uncle. 

" It was as much my fault as his, uncle. He would 
not have done it alone." 

But his uncle did not answer, and presently Hugh 
ventured to ask : 

" May I go up to him , Uncle Fred } " 

" With all my heart," answered he, " so long as you 
leave me in peace." 

But Uncle Manners was vexed with himself for 
speaking so sharply, and added : 

"Fm not angry with you, my boy, but Frank. must 
learn to mind when he is spoken to." 

So Hugh went up, and for some time had hard work 
to convince Frank that he had been in error, but he 
prevailed at length, and later on when Frank met his 
uncle, he said bravely : 

" I am sorry I vexed you, Uncle Fred," and Mr 
Manners seemed almost to have forgotten the cause of 
affront, and said readily : 

"All right, my boy, speak out like a man, and 
acknowledge when you are wrong, and no one will be 
angry with you long." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" METHUSELAH." 

The restraint of a London life after the entire freedom 
to which they had been used in the country made the 
boys find it less agreeable than they had expected. 
They had been to so many places of amusement, and 
seen so much that was new, that it appeared quite long 
ago since they had left Compton Mcigna. 

They felt older and more independent also, for Mr 
Manners thought that if boys of twelve years old could 
not take care of themselves, it was quite time they 
should learn to do so, and Hugh and Frank were only 
too glad to fall in with his views. 

"Boys," said Uncle Fred, on his return home one 
evening, *' I have heard of a school for you." 

" Where is it, uncle ; when did you hear ? " they asked 
eagerly. 

" I received a letter to-day from your old friend Mr 
Lawson, who recommends it. It is in a small town 
called Fitycoombe in Somerset, not many miles from 
Compton Magna, so that you will not be far from 
friends." 

"We have driven through Fitycoombe often, but 
there was no school there that I can recollect." 
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" No, Mr Everard has only moved there lately. From 
all I can hear, he is a most excellent master, and I 
hope you will go to him in another ten days, when the 
Easter term begins." 

The boys were in high spirits at the news, but Her- 
bert's face was very downcast The poor boy's life had 
been far brighter during his cousins' visit. Hugh's 
unselfish disposition had made him devote much time 
that he would gladly have spent otherwise, to the sick 
boy's amusement, for his ill-health had made him 
several years behind his cousins in knowledge and 
experience. But his patience and helplessness were 
very touching, and for his sake Hugh forbore to rejoice 
before him at the prospect of so soon leaving. 

" Cheer up, Herbert," he said, " you are ever so much 
stronger than when we came. Who knows but that 
you'll be going with us next term. We'll leave you 
Mumps and the squirrel, and 'twill be awfully jolly 
when the holidays come round." 

At last the wished for day arrived. The new clothes, 
the bats, the desks, and the hamper of eatables packed 
by Aunt Ethel were ready in the hall. Uncle Fred 
was to go with them to see them fairly off by train, but 
could not spare time to leave for longer. 

It was April now, and by no means cold, but the 
boys could not bring themselves to discard their ulsters, 
which they considered gave them a grown-up and town- 
bred air. So off they started, rather uncomfortably 
warm certainly, but very grand and important for all 
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that. Indeed, I think they would not have minded if 
Uncle Fred had stayed at home altogether, as he took 
down their consequence by telling the guard their desti- 
nation, and begging him to have an eye on them. 

The guard pocketed his tip with an immovable face, 
and proceeded to perform his duty by locking them into 
their carriage, and so dashing to the ground Frank's 
intention of getting out to spend some of the money 
which was already beginning to burn his pockets. 

He solaced himself by buying a Daily News and 
Times from the newsboy, not that he wanted to read 
them, but it looked a " swag " thing to have a paper or 
two, and he tossed the boy a shilling in payment, dis- 
daining change, which made a lady and gentleman 
sitting opposite look at one another and smile. They 
took in another passenger at Bath, a boy some years 
older than themselves. He was a tall fellow, with a 
swaggering manner, and the three soon struck up a 
conversation. 

"Going far.?" asked their new acquaintance, who 
had a hat box with him, about which he seemed very 
anxious. 

"To school at Fitycoombe," answered Hugh. 

"Oh, old Everard's, I suppose. I know the place, 
going down that way myself." 

"Is he old.?" asked Frank, innocently. "I fancied 
he was rather a young man." 

"Old as Methuselah," said the boy, "and grim as 
Moses, beard like Aaron down to his knees, and eye- 
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brows growing out like blackberry bushes : terribly 
strict man Fve heard, and whacks the boys tremen- 
dously." 

" Quite a scriptural character," said Hugh, laughing. 
" How many boys does he take t " 

" IJmited numbers," he replied, " gives him more time 
to whack those he has." 

"Do you know any of the fellows.?" asked Frank, 
hoping that their new friend might have been mis- 
informed as to Mr Everard's character. 

" Know lots of them, got a cousin there — comes home 
every term black and blue, with his bones pretty near 
through his skin for want of grub — never get meat 
there, they tell me, unless 'tis horse or cat. Move 
your feet off my hat box, youngster,'' he continued, 
authoritatively, " or you'll scratch it." 

The gentleman who was seated near them quietly 
took up the hat box, and slung it into the netting above 
their heads. 

" Keep it there, my boy," he said, " and it will 
inconvenience no one. It's safe enough in that bran new 
case, depend upon it." 

The lad was angry at the interference, but was 
afraid to say anything, and the gentleman continued, 
good naturedly, 

" I can quite remember the first tall hat I ever had, 
but I was younger than you by many years. It's no 
longer the fashion to dress boys like little men, and a 
very good change too." 
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The tall boy disdained making any reply, and looked 
out of window and whistled. 

He did not talk any more, but chewed apples and 
cracked nuts, spitting out the skins and shells about the 
carriage in a very disgusting and ungentlemanly manner; 
and I think the lady and gentleman must have been 
glad when they arrived at the next station, when they 
got out. Before they left, the gentleman said jocosely, 
"Good-bye, my young friend, take care of your tall 
hat," and he nodded to Hugh and his brother, and said 
he hoped they should meet agdin, as he often stayed at 
Fitycoombe. The big boy look rather confused at this, 
and muttered, " Good job you're gone " as soon as their 
backs were turned. 

The guard came up to look after the Camerons just 
as Mr Jack Sanderson, for that was the tall boy's name, 
was aiming an apple core at a passenger on the platform, 
which, as Fate would have it, struck the guard's cheek. 

" What do you mean by that ? " said the man, angrily, 
then catching sight of the dirty condition of the floor 
and cushions, he continued : " Let me catch you 
messing about the place again, that's all, and I'll 
trundle you into a third class carriage in no time. 
Come, clear up all this at once." And he waited at the 
carriage door whilst Sanderson sulkily obeyed him. 

" Change at next station for Fitycoombe, young 
gentlemen," he said to the Camerons, and in a few 
minutes they were at Taunton, and had lost Sanderson 
in the crowd. 
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" I didn't like that boy," said Hugh, when they were 
re-seated for the rest of their journey. ** I*m glad we 
have got rid of him." 

" Oh, didn't you, I rather liked him, he seemed clever 
— but I say, Hugh, uncle will never leave us with 
Mr Everard, if it is all as bad as that chap says." 

** Very likely he knows nothing about it, I expect 
he only wanted to frighten us." 

The gradual stopping of the train as it entered the 
pretty little station at Fitycoombe, made the boys all 
alive, and shouldering their bats they had opened the 
door, and were preparing to jump out, when a porter 
stopped them. 

" Steady a minute," said he, as he walked along by 
the side of the carriage. " You should never get out 
whilst the train is in motion ; IVe seen many a bad 
accident happen that way in my life." 

This train seemed never going to stop, it creaked and 
groaned, and crawled on, till it overshot the mark, and 
had to retrace its steps after all, but at last it did 
really come to an anchor, and the careful porter 
took his hand off the door and released the boys. 

" Mr Everard*s, I suppose," said he, as he collected 
their luggage, and put it on the top of the only cab the 
town boasted. 

It was such an antique affair that it swayed perilously 
on one side as their boxes were hoisted up, and the 
effect on its occupants, when it moved on, was very like 
a bathing machine passing over the sea beach. 
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It was just as well that the boys should have some- 
thing to laugh at, as their spirits were beginning to flag 
after their tiring journey, and the description of their 
future master, as given by Sanderson, weighed a little 
on their minds. 

They could hardly see the street through which they 
passed, as it was getting dark, but they soon stopped 
at a queer little gate, which let up a long passage to 
the front door of the School House, which fronted the 
High Street, though the back opened upon some of 
the loveliest scenery in Somerset. 

They were standing in the great oak hall feeling very 
lonely and rather frightened, when a gentleman came 
from an adjoining room and shook hands with them. 

" How do you do } '* said he, cordially. " You must be 
very tired and chilly. Come to the fire, and warm 
yourselves." 

" One of the under-masters, I suppose," said Hugh, 
as he left them for a few minutes alone. "I shall like 
that chap, I think." 

He was a very nice looking man, apparently 
about thirty-five years old, with a tall graceful 
figure, and a quiet dignified face, which was beautiful 
more from expression than feature. He was closely 
shaven, and his refined intellectual appearance was 
so entirely opposite to what they expected in Mr 
Everard, that they little imagined for some minutes 
that they were actually in the presence of " Methuselah " 
himself 
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CHAPTER V. 

AT SCHOOL. 

Mr Evekard had of course heard of the great loss 
which his new pupils had lately sustained, and was 
therefore anxious to lessen as much as possible the 
loneliness of their first evening at school, so after a 
substantial tea he took them to his own room. 

He talked to them so kindly of their father, and 
seemed so interested in the bats and the white mouse, 
that he won both the boys' hearts before the evening 
was over. 

" What a jolly fellow he is," said Frank. " How that 
Sanderson crammed us. I don't believe he*ll be at all 
strict, Hugh; he seems to think more about cricket than 
lessons." 

'* I don't know about that, Frank. I expect he'll make 
us work, but he seems awfully nice." 

The firm, resolute mouth and chin of their new 
master had not been lost on Hugh, though perhaps he 
could not exactly explain what it was that had im- 
pressed him. 

They had bid him good-night early, and were now in 
their dormitory preparing for bed. The ordinary school 
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discipline had not yet recommenced, and they were 
allowed what time they pleased for this evening. 

It was a long room holding six beds, each with the 
name of its owner placed over it. The first thing the 
boys did was to read the names. 

" W. Metcalfe, Roger I., Roger II., Cameron I. and 
II., and halloa ! Frank," sang out Hugh, " J. Sanderson ! 
Why that fellow actually belongs to this place ! " 

"What a lark ! " said Frank, "we'll pay him off for 
trying to hoax us." 

Mr Everard had taken them to the class-room during 
the evening to see those of their school-fellows who had 
already arrived. There were but few as yet, the 
majority being expected next day. Those in the class- 
room were busy roasting chestnuts and eating all sorts 
of rubbish when the Camerons went in, and as Mr 
Everard was with them, welcoming the boys, and 
talking a little to each, Frank and Hugh had not pro- 
gressed far in their acquaintance. They were too tired 
to sit up, and were soon fast asleep in their beds, re- 
gardless of the chattering of those who came up soon 
after. 

The clanging of the half-past six bell next morning 
startled them both into complete activity in a minute. 
Frank indeed was out of bed almost as soon as it began 
to ring. 

Metcalfe chuckled, " I expect that's the first and last 
time you'll be so dapper. There's half-an-hour allowed 
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for dressing, so here goes for twenty minutes snooze for 
me. 

And curling himself in the bedclothes, like a chrysalis, 
he was asleep again immediately. The other boys 
seemed in no hurry either, they yawned and stretched, 
and stared hard at their new companions, and 

" How old are you } " 

" Where do you come from 1 " 

"What form will you be in } " 

And such like questions were poured upon them till 
Hugh asked : 

" Who is Sanderson ? " 

" Oh, * Jack Brag,' he's the head boy, older than any 
of us by a long way. I expect we shall all work with 
Everard ; the younger chaps do most of their work with 
Dupuis.*' 

Metcalfe was proceeding to initiate them into the 
nicknames of the masters when the bell rang cigain for 
ten minutes to prayers, and he and the others leapt out 
of bed, and scrambled into their clothes, and only half 
washed, and having gabbled over something intended 
for a prayer, hurried down-stairs. 

" A shave, wasn't it } " whispered Metcalfe, as they 
took their places in the Hall. 

After prayers came breakfast, and then an interval 
of time before the bell would ring for school. 

Sanderson, who had travelled to Fitycoombe by the 
same train as the Camerons, had passed the night with 
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some friends in the place, and sauntered in soon after 
breakfast. He seemed a little annoyed at the friendly 
terms which Hugh and Frank were on with the other 
boys, and also that they neither of them showed surprise ' 
at seeing him ; but he soon made himself agreeable and 
amusing, and Frank began to think him a most delight- 
ful companion. 

As time passed on, Sanderson made more of Frank 
than of the other boys, for reasons of his own. It 
would be convenient to him to have an ally so sharp, 
yet easily led as young Cameron, and Hugh saw with 
regret the great attraction Jack seemed to possess for 
his brother, and the gradual weakening of his own in- 
fluence, which was once so strong. 

Sanderson also was maliciously pleased at Hugh's 
evident disapproval of their intimacy, for he had been 
wounded by Hugh in his tenderest point : self-conceit 

The origin of Jack's dislike was this: being the 
oldest in the school he had naturally held the head 
place for some time, and had done so easily, as he was 
clever enough though indolent ; and having conse- 
quently got into a careless way of preparing his work, 
was disgusted one day at finding himself supplanted by 
Hugh. 

Mr Everard's public reproof of, 

" You should be ashamed, Sanderson, to let a boy 
three years your junior get above you," made him bear 
Hugh a grudge from that time, especially as he had 
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not yet been able to recover his lost place, for, delighted 
at his success, Hugh strained every nerve to retain his 
position. 

One day when lessons were over, and Hugh noticed 
his brother and Sanderson whispering together, he 
tried hard to persuade Frank to join him in an expe- 
dition. 

"Come on, Frank, and let's have some fishing to- 
gether ; I know of a whopping trout, and IVe plenty of 
bait." 

Frank would have consented with pleasure, for he 
seemed to have seen very little of Hugh lately, had not 
Jack, who knew how easily he could play upon Frank's 
dread of ridicule, sneered out — 

" Here's Cameron doing the Siamese business again ; 
but as it happens, your brother promised to come with 
me this afternoon." 

Frank had no remembrance of the promise, but he 
was too selfish to incur ridicule for Hugh's sake, so he 
only giggled, and followed Jack. 

But it was a dull holiday to Hugh, for his heart was 
heavy at the estrangement which seemed creeping in 
between them, and the last words of his dying father 
were continually in his mind, " Shield him as far as you 
can from evil." 

"What can I do.^" thought poor Hugh ; "he seems 
to be losing all affection for me, I am quite helpless to 
do anything ; '' and he strolled sadly into a little copse 
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hard by, regardless of his fishing, or the fun of the boys 
on the river's bank. 

But he had forgotton for the minute all his father's 
words : " By God's grace, you can do this." Yes, 
without that, Hugh was indeed helpless, but it was 
to be had for the asking, and by-and-bye when he 
rejoined his companions, it was with his usual happy 
face, and he was as merry as any of them. 

"What were you doing in the copse, all alone .^" 
asked Rogers ; "we thought you'd gone back." 

But Hugh was busy taking his rod to pieces, and 
only answered — 

" Time's up, Rogers, it's striking the quarter to five. 
Race me home." 

And they both tore off like wild things. 

There was one great source of happiness in Hugh's 
new life, which arose from the deep love fast growing 
up in his heart for Mr Everard. Perhaps the loss of his 
father, and the loneliness consequent upon his brother's 
neglect, made him turn more readily to this affection, 
though it could be easily accounted for from the character 
of his master, which was just the one to possess great 
power over a warm-hearted boy. 

He taught his boys more valuable lessons by ex- 
ample, than he could ever instil into them by the purest 
Greek and Latin, and Hugh so valued his good opinion, 
that it was always a day marked with a white stone to 
him if Mr Everard noticed him more than usual. 
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As they were racing full tilt, as boys do when ex- 
cited, looking out for no one, they came suddenly upon 
him round a corner, and Hugh, butting his head into 
Mr Everard's waistcoat, nearly knocked him down, by 
the speed at which he was going. 

** Oh ! I beg your pardon, sir," panted he. " Did I 
hurt you } " 

Mr Everard laughed out heartily. 



Hugh butting his head into Mr Everard*s waistcoat. 

" All right, Hugh ; I think you got the worst of it. 
IVe a little breath in me yet ; " and he patted Cameron's 
untidy hatless head before he passed on. 

He had called Hugh by his Christian name, and the 
boy thought of it with a glow of pleasure many times 
that evening. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

HUGH MAKES A FRIEND. 

Hugh was idly knocking about a cricket ball across the 
play-ground one Saturday afternoon waiting for Frank 
and some others who had promised to have a game, 
when he heard Mr Everard's voice behind him. 

" Why are you not with the others, Cameron ? what 
keeps you here alone ? " 

" Most of them are gone to bathe, sir. Tm waiting 
for Sanderson and Rogers and my brother to have a 
game of cricket." 

*' I expect you'll wait a long time, then," Mr Everard 
answered. " I met them a short time ago by the bridge, 
and they told me they were going for a walk towards 
Copsley." 

Hugh looked disappointed. He felt angry too ; for 
he could not help the conviction that they had never 
intended to return, and had only used a stratagem to 
get rid of him. 

It was Sanderson who had begged him to go back 
and get ready the wickets, whilst they ran as far as the 
market garden to buy fruit. 
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He stood irresolute what to do with himself. He 
had no intention of following them against their will, so 
at length he said — 

" Thank you, sir ; then it's no use my waiting here, 
ril go and have a dip with the others." 

"Unless you like better to come along with me," 
said Mr Everard. " I am going for a walk of some 
miles. Do as you like best," he added, laughing, " I 
shall not be offended if you prefer to stay behind." 

" Oh ! I should like much better to go with you," said 
Hugh, eagerly. " It is just the day for a long walk." 

So they set off at once on their expedition. Their 
road lay through a most lovely part of the country ; a 
wooded hill lay on one side of them, under which the 
road was cut, and on the other side was a steep ravine 
running down to the river, which glittered in the sun- 
shine, with here and there some felled trees lying across 
it forming a temporary bridge. 

" How lovely it is," said Hugh. *' It is just like the 
places they choose to photograph for the stereoscopes." 

" Yes ; and look down there at the little camp the 
caravan people have made. They are so picturesque 
that I wish they would stay there instead of coming 
into the town, as I hear they are to do shortly." 

"Are they coming.? Have they shows?" asked 
Hugh excitedly. "I should like to see them very 
much.*' 

" They're not worth seeing, my boy ; all the wonder 
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of them lies in the representations outside their caravans. 
If you see the pictures, you see a great deal more than 
you can by going in, and you also escape hearing a 
great deal you should not hear." 

"Are they all such bad people, then .?" asked Hugh, 
rather foolishly. 

" No, I should be very sorry to say, or think either, 
that they are necessarily all bad people ; but it is not 
the people themselves so much as the rabble you must 
mix with, and the profanity that often goes on at fairs, 
that makes me set my face against them. I went to 
one or two myself as a boy, and heard some things I 
had never known before, and have, of course, never 
forgotten. 

" We forget the good we hear easily enough, Cameron, 
but the bad sticks to us very tenaciously. So don't 
think anything more about the shows, my boy, for I 
don't intend to allow any of you to visit them ; you 
will remember what I say .^" 

Hugh answered, " Yes, sir," but he looked wistfully 
back at the romantic looking little encampment they 
left behind. 

They were nearing their destination now. There was 
a pretty white house standing back in its own grounds 
which they were approaching, and Mr Everard said — 

" I am going to call on Mr Treherne who lives in 
this house." 

Hugh was a well-mannered boy; he had none of 
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that foolish shyness which makes some boys run away 
anywhere sooner than speak to their fellow creatures, 
so he was quite willing to accompany Mr Everard, and 
on entering met a lady whom Hugh at once recognized 
as the same who had travelled with th«m from London. 

She remembered him directly, and after talking to 
them for a while about other things, said to Hugh — 

"And how is your friend with the new hat? Has 
he introduced you to his cousin, who was in such a 
terrible condition ?" 

She and Hugh laughed about it together, and the 
lady asked then after his twin brother, and how it was 
he was not with them, and finally begged Mr Everard 
to let both the boys spend an afternoon with her 
shortly. He promised to do so some day. 

" But not this term though, I think, as we are draw- 
ing near the holidays, and they have to work up for 
exams." 

As they were returning home, Mr Everard enquired 
of Hugh, to what friend Mrs Treherne had alluded. 

"Oh! it was Sanderson, sir; it was about a lot of 
nonsense he was up to with us, when we were coming 
down here." 

"Ah! I see. I wish I could think that Sanderson 
was never up to more than nonsense, Cameron. I am 
sorry to see him so intimate with your brother. Can't 
you step in and prevent it V^ 

" I have tried, sir, and I do try still, often ; but I 
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don't make any way ; Sanderson is such an amusing 
clever fellow, that he is much more attractive to Frank 
than I am." 

And after a little, Hugh was led to tell Mr Everard 
a good deal that weighed on his mind, and of the deep 
responsibility he felt resting upon him, from his father's 
committal of Frank to his care. Mr Everard listened 
very attentively. 

" I am glad you have told me this, Cameron. I am 
very glad you feel sufficient confidence in me to do so. 
You must not get down-hearted if you appear to be 
making no way. God tries our faith that way very 
often, but you may be sure no effort on your part, and 
no prayer of yours, passes unheeded, though it may 
seem so to you now." 

And when they reached home, Mr Everard shook 
hands very heartily with Hugh, and thought for some 
time of the boy in whom he began to feel a deep 
interest. 
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CHAPTER VI I. 

" GREAT MARKET." 

I SUPPOSE Fitycoombe was about as small a place to 
gain the name of a town as could well be found in 
Somerset. People on first going there generally spoke 
of it as " the village," until they found that by so doing 
they were treading upon tender ground. I daresay it 
was natural that the old inhabitants should look upon 
it with great affection, for it certainly had some very 
good points. 

In the first place it lay in the most lovely part of 
Somerset, and it was well worth while to climb the hills 
around for the sake of the view you gained ; and there 
was a fine bracing air which sent you home with such 
an appetite, that I think the butchers and the bakers 
must have driven a capital business. 

The strange old-fashioned houses, interspersed with- 
out any regard to order with shops, and queer looking 
cottages, gave the place a quaint and foreign look, and 
the constant passing through of sheep and cows helped 
to keep up the offensive idea that it was a village. 

Certainly it had a market place and a Town Hall, 
but they were more for show than use, only coming 



Digitized by 



Google 



42 Hugh's Sacrifice. 

into requisition now and then. Tuesday, being market 
day, was considered quite the excitement of the week, 
and then was the time to see the farmers of old 
England. 

The stoutest of them generally rode in on the 
smallest of Exmoor ponies, whilst the younger ones 
secured the half-broken colts for themselves. The 
business of the day did not seem heavy. The farmers 
stood about in knots outside the inn doors discussing 
the crops and the weather, and after a friendly glass 
with each new comer would jog home late in the even- 
ing with a comfortable sense of having been working 
very hard. 

But the "great market," which took place three times 
a year, was looked forward to by the school boys as real 
fun. 

Late on the preceding night, and very early in the 
morning of the day, the putting up and hammering 
together of cattle pens might be heard, and soon after 
began the driving in and bullying of the unfortunate 
animals. 

All through the streets these pens were placed, 
leaving only a very narrow space for passengers. Cows 
with their calves were tied to the railings of the dwelling- 
houses, and the bleating of sheep, the yelping of shep- 
herd dogs, and the resounding strokes of the heavy 
sticks which the drivers applied mercilessly to the 
flanks of the poor frightened brutes, made "great 
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market " anything but a pleasant day to most of the 
inhabitants. The boys spent all their spare time staring 
out of windows. 

" He-up, he-up," bawled a driver to a few terrified 
sheep, who were required to force their way through a 
narrow passage, in the face of two or three traps and a 
crowd of people. The timid creatures were huddling 
together, and going any way but the right, to escape 
from the barking and snapping of the dog, whilst the 
driver, with a tremendously long stick, was hitting them 
over their heads in a sickening way. 

" Brute," said Hugh, " I wish I could turn the tables 
on him for a bit" 

The crowd thinned towards evening, as the cattle 
were sold and driven away. Then the pens were taken 
down, and in their place were erected booths for ginger- 
bread and loUypops, and down the road might be seen 
some smart caravans just entering the town. 

" See that comfortable party ? " asked Sanderson, 
pointing to an old farmer of such wonderful circumfer- 
ence, that it seemed a marvel that he did not lie down 
as prize beasts do, never to rise again. "Bet you a 
pennorth of gingerbread I hit his old tile with this 
walnut." 

His " tile " was certainly provocative. It had a rim 
like a bishop's, and was covered with very long drab 
beaver, which laid all ways, like a field of long grass 
after a hailstorm. 
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The walnut whistled through the air, and hit the old 
fellow with a smart rap right in the middle of his beau- 
tiful beaver. 
All the boys ducked, keeping only their eyes above 
^ the window-sill, and the sur- 

indignation on 
ace, as he turned 
nd and looked 
up and down 
for his assail- 
ant, was to 
them delicious. 
" Give him 
another," said 
^ one of them. 
' "Hit him on 
the head this 
time," for the 
rmer had taken 
f his hat to see 
it was injured, 
id was smooth- 
g it fondly. 
"No, no," said 
another, " fair 
play ; wait till 
his hat is on again." 

And no sooner was it replaced than the fun recom- 



• Give him another," said one of them. 
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menced, and the incensed old man at last taking in the 
idea that the walnuts which lay around him must have 
come from boys* hands, began to stare hard at the 
school-house windows. 

" Lie down flat for your lives," spluttered out Jack, 
laughing till the tears ran down his face. 

The farmer waddled across the street and made 
direct for the open window, and would inevitably have 
caught them, had they not crawled on all fours to the 
far corner of the room, where they stood squeezing one 
another against the wall, hardly daring to laugh for 
fear of betraying themselves. 

The old fellow peeped in, and seeing apparently an 
empty room, scratched his head, and muttering, " Pest 
take 'em ! I believe they was at the bottom of it," 
puffed away to a neighbouring inn. 

The boys emerged when he was safely out of sight. 

" Best fun IVe had for a long time," said Jack ; " but 
I've lost my walnuts, though. Jump out of window, 
young Cameron, and pick them up." 

"Better not let Everard catch you," said another. 
"Tis against rules to go into town on market days 
without leave." 

"Fudge! what 'going out* is it, just to pick up a 
walnut ? He's so dapper he'll be in again in a jiffey." 

"Don't do it, Frank," said Hugh; "you can't eat 
your cake and have it, Sanderson. Tm sure you got 
your money's worth out of those walnuts." 
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It was always the way ; if there was any risk to be 
run, Sanderson generally tried to shift it on to some 
one else. 

" Your virtuous brother has such a conscientious soul, 
Cameron, that I sincerely hope hell enter the church. 
He'll make a sweet parson some day." 

Hugh laughed good naturedly. 

"All I think is," said he, "that if you do break rules, 
you'd best bear the brunt yourself, instead of drafting 
it on to a younger chap." 

Jack bowed. 

"A most noble sentiment! I feel better already, 
thanks." 

Then he nodded to Frank. 

"Come on, I've something to shew you." 

They strolled together to the playground, and soon 
after Hugh saw them deep in conversation. Sanderson 
was evidently discussing something to which Frank 
seemed unwilling to agree, or at any rate dissatisfied 
with. Hugh called him once to join some game, but 
he answered peevishly — 

** Don't bother, let a fellow be, can't you .?" 

All that evening he avoided being alone with his 
brother, and seemed pre-occupied and cross, though 
excited. He and Jack had several whispered con- 
ferences, and at supper Hugh saw Sanderson pass a 
note across the table to Frank. Hugh said nothing, 
for he was too proud and annoyed to ask for informa- 
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tion which they evidently wished to keep from him, 
but he felt hurt and uneasy. He tried to forget his 
discomfort by writing to Herbert, whose health had 
improved rapidly during the last three months, and he 
was no longer confined entirely to his couch, so that 
his parents had begun to look forward to his entire 
restoration ; and the great dream of Herbert's life, that 
he might join his cousins at school, was really likely to 
be fulfilled some day. 

Hugh's assiduity at work, the desperate way in which 
he ground away to keep his place in his form, and the 
manly, honourable, disposition of the boy, had made 
him a great favourite with Mr Everard, and though he 
did not openly shew this regard for fear of being sus- 
pected of partiality, he had written on the subject to 
Mr Manners, praising the boy very highly. 

Uncle Fred had mentioned this in a letter to Hugh, 
congratulating him, and saying how pleased it had 
made them all. 

It was therefore with great delight that Hugh was 
looking forward to the approaching holidays, when 
they were to go with their uncle and his family to a 
small country house near Richmond, the only drawback 
to Hugh's enjoyment being that Sanderson, on Frank's 
entreaty, had been invited to spend the holidays with 
them. 
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THE PLOT. 



What really went on between Sanderson and Frank 
Cameron was as follows : 

" Look here, Cam, you're no fool as I very well know, 
so I am going to trust you with a secret I wouldn't do 
it with every boy in the school, so you ought to think 
yourself highly honoured by my confidence." 

Frank coloured and looked pleased at this flattery, 
and answered : 

" Say on, Jack, Fm not likely to split upon you." 

" Well, it's just this ; IVe pretty nearly made up my 
mind to a spree to-night. It's an innocent one enough, 
if old Everard were not such a tight hand as he is. I 
mean to slip out by-and-bye and see the shows, and Fll 
take you with me if you're a good boy." 

Sanderson knew that his own pocket money was 
nearly exhausted, and that Frank had lately had some 
sent him, and was always willing to share his with any 
one, as long as it lasted. 

" There'll be no end of fun," continued Jack, " and it's 
a downright shame of Everard to keep us so close. In 
any other school the boys would have been treated to 
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all the shows, so I won't stand it any more, and shall 
take French leave." 

" But how ? " said Frank, flushing with excitement at 
the idea ; "we should be found out, shouldn't we ? " 

"Bless you, we shouldn't be found out. We're too 
dodgy for that, as long as you are man enough to keep 
your own counsel, but if you peach to that sancti- 
monious brother of yours, he'll report us in no time." 

" That he wouldn't," said Frank, hotly, " he never did 
a dirty thing yet." 

Sanderson saw he had taken a wrong step by abusing 
Hugh, so he patched it up. 

** Well, perhaps Tm too hard on him. Tm aware he's 
a very highly-principled fellow and all that, you know, 
but too much of that is absurd. Boys must have fun, 
and there isn't a school in England where they are not 
up to all sorts of larks. In most schools some or other 
of the fellows are out every night in the year. It's 
nothing, really ; those rules are made, but they don't go 
for much." 

Frank looked doubtful. 

*'I thought you told me the other day that Mr 
Everard had threatened to expel any boy that was 
caught out of bounds at night, ever since that affair that 
happened before we came." 

"Ah, but he's got to catch us first; now just attend, 
and don't prate so. Come down this way, those fellows 
over there are watching us. I've found out that Everard 
dines out this evening with the Norreys, so he'll be miles 

D 
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out of the way, and the drive home is so long, he can't 
be back till the shows have been long closed, and we safe 
again in bed ; and as t'other fellow is shut up in his 
room, who'll be the wiser, you young duffer ? " 

" T'other fellow " was the under master, young Mr 
Dupuis, who was suffering from inflammation in one of 
his eyes, and was therefore obliged to lay by for a few 
days. 

" I should like it uncommonly," answered Frank, " if 
I only felt sure of not being found out. Somebody 
there might see and recognise us." 

" Oh well, if you're funky, give it up, by all means, but 
I must say I'm disappointed in you. I thought you 
had no end of pluck, so I chose you above the others ; 
but there are plenty who'd be only too glad of such a 
chance." And Sanderson pretended to saunter away 
from Frank. 

" Stay, Jack, don't be in such a hurry ; I haven't 
refused, and as to being afraid, I'm not afraid of Everard 
or anybody else." 

And Frank felt as if he had said something very grand. 

" Tell me," he went on, " how can we get off without 
the others in our room knowing about it } " 

" Easily enough. They're never in bed five minutes 
before they're snoring. It will turn out all right enough, 
believe me ; only remember this : if I trust you just as 
I might a big chap like myself, you must take your 
share of the risk, and not cling on to me if .there's any 
row. Not that there will be, only we ought to under- 
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stand one another. If Tm caught, I don't blow upon 
you, and vice versa : honour bright ? " 

" Of course," said Frank, proudly, " Vm old enough to 
know that much at any rate. None but a sneak ever 
peaches of his schoolfellows." 

It was at this juncture that the bell rang for tea, and 
between then and bed time Hugh noticed the whispered 
consultations and private arrangements, which we 
alluded to before. 

It was perfectly true that a rule had been made by 
Mr Everard some two years ago, promising expulsion 
to any who should break bounds at night. This had 
been owing to a discovery of much that was wrong, 
which had taken place for some time, unknown to the 
masters. The principal offender had, however, left 
shortly after ; and though Sanderson had taken part in 
that affair also, it had never been suspected. 

The rules of the school had been printed and framed, 
and were hung up in the schoolroom, but partly because 
they were very generally known, and partly that Mr 
Everard was under the happy delusion that all his boys 
were trustworthy, the nail on which the frame of rules 
hung had been made to do double duty, and at present 
there was a large map hanging over it, which had been 
put there temporarily at first, and never removed. 

Mr Everard had mentioned these rules to the 
Camerons on their first coming, and advised them to 
make acquaintance with them. I believe Hugh did 
begin reading them one day, but having heard most of 
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them already from his schoolfellows, and his attention 
being attracted by something more interesting, he ran 
off and never reverted to them again ; so that he was 
actually ignorant of the most important rule of all. 

But Frank had been told of the previous breach of 
discipline by Sanderson, as something very grand, at 
which he had assisted, and also of the discovery, and 
Mr Everard's anger, and though he determined to go 
through anything, sooner than be thought a coward, 
his heart misgave him, and he secretly wished he could 
back out of it. 

On the note which Jack passed him was scribbled, 
" Let us get into one bed to-night, after the light is out." 

They had previously arranged that they should 

w atch their chance and slip out by the front-door ; the 

fact of Mr Everard's being out, leaving the coast clear, 

as the servants* offices were at the other end of the house. 

The windows in all the boys' rooms had been barred 
since they had been found to have broken bounds ; 
and it was the custom of the under master to walk 
through each dormitory a little after nine o'clock, to 
see all in bed, and that the lights were out. 

Since Mr Dupuis' indisposition this duty had been 
performed by Jenkins, a very strict and rather disagree- 
able old woman, who was wardrobe keeper, and never 
disposed to give the boys much indulgence. 

Indeed, she had to put up with so much impudence 
and teasing from them, that it was no wonder that she 
looked upon them as her natural enemies. 
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*' Better look sharp," said Sanderson, winking at the 
same time to Frank. " Old Jenny isn't in the best of 
tempers, and won't give us any grace." 

They had all been dawdling rather hitherto, and Jack 
and Frank had not as yet taken off their clothes. 

Jack was busy fastening up some greatcoats against 
the window blind, which he attached by means of pins 
and pocket-knives. 

" There's such a row with the market people and the 
fair, that we shan't get to sleep with so much light in 
the room," he explained. 

The others laughed. '* You're getting nervous and 
ladylike. Jack ; if you're going into the army, as you say, 
you won't be able to indulge in such fancies." 

But they didn't stop to take them down, and hearing 
Jenkins' step approaching, Sanderson said — 

" Here she comes, and we not undressed. Pop on 
your nightshirt over your clothes, and get into bed, 
Frank. Til do the same." 

Frank pretended to be very much afraid of being 
caught, and leapt into bed, merely first kicking off his 
boots. 

Sanderson threw on his nightshirt and accosted the 
old woman as she came in. 

" My dear Jenkins, how stunning you look to-night ! 
Why, any one would take you for five-and-twenty with 
that cap on ! " 

" Get to bed, do, Mr Sanderson," she replied sharply, 
" and learn to speak respectful to your elders." 
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•* Ah, but I must have a kiss first," he said. " My 
pretty Jane, my dearest Jane, oh ! never look so shy ; 
if you will come in to take away our lights, you must 
pay the penalty." 

And he rushed at her and seized her round the neck, 
at the same time, apparently accidentally, knocking 
over the candlestick and extinguishing the light. 

Old Jenkins was very angry. 

" You're too bad, upon my word, sir. If Mr Everard 
were only in, Td go straight to him, that I would, — and 
what have you done to the room to make it so pitch 
dark, too ? How am I to find my way out, I should 
like to know ? " 

Jack pretended to be sorry. '* Well 'twas too bad, 
Jenny, I allow, but 'twas quite by accident. Here, Til 
guide you out, where's your hand ? " he said, feeling 
and fumbling about her dress. 

" Law, Master Sanderson, that's my skirt youVe got 
hold of. Lead me to the door, do, for I don't know 
my way about as you do." 

Jack politely conducted her there, and having molli- 
fied her by an apology and a compliment on her good 
nature, returned to the room. 

" YouVe left the door open, Sanderson," said Rogers. 

*' All the better ; it's hot to-night" Then he crossed 
over to Frank's bed, and got in, dressed as he was. 

He feigned a long yawn. " Good night, chaps, I'm 
awfully sleepy," he said, and there was silence amongst 
them. 
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At least they were apparently silent, but he and 
Frank, with their heads buried deep under the bed- 
clothes, were making final arrangements in broken 
whispers. 

"We've no time to lose," said Jack. "We shan't 
have two hours now. If they don't sleep in five 
minutes we must creep out. Carry your boots and 
hat in your hand." 

Hugh seemed never going to sleep to-night. His 
mind was full of his brother's intimacy with Sanderson, 
and the racket in the town, and the distant sound of 
drums and pistol galleries from the shows which were 
stationed in an adjacent field, helped to keep him awake. 

Presently he said : " Are you asleep, Frank ? " 

" No," he answered. " IVe been too lazy to take off 
my clothes. I must get up and do it, it is so precious 
hot." 

Then Jack whispered to him, "Nows our time. 
Creep out after me when youVe ready." 

And after they had slipped off their nightshirts and 
picked up their boots and hats, Sanderson said, making 
the bed creak as he spoke : 

" He's in again. Now, Cameron, don't talk any 
more, there's a good fellow. I am so sleepy." 

And gripping Frank's arm, they stole from the 
darkened room. 

"All right then, God bless you, old fellow," said 
Hugh, and he felt surprised and hurt that his brother 
made no reply. 
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IN THE THICK OF IT. 

Frank's heart beat fast, and he looked pale enough 
when he found himself outside the front door. 

" Oh, Sanderson," he said, as Jack shut it quietly after 
him, " how are we ever to get in again ? You never 
thought of that." 

" Didn't I, you young soft, see here ! " and he held up 
a latch key. "I fished it out of the old woman's 
pocket when I was scuffling with her." 

Frank looked up to Jack with greater admiration 
than ever, and thought him the cleverest boy he ever 
met. 

He forgot that the devil always helps us to do wrong ; 
it is easy to everybody to be clever that way. 

The two boys hurried quickly through that part of 
the town where the lights were brightest, with their 
caps well over their eyes, and made as fast as they could 
to the field where the shows were erected. 

There was a great crowd of dirty, rough-looking 
people pushing into the field. The theatre seemed to 
attract them most. A red-nosed gentleman in black 
velvet breeches covered with spangles, was trying hard 
to persuade the people to enter ; and a weary, saucy- 
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looking girl, in a low dress with very short skirts, was 
playing a tambourine, and dancing on the platform 
outside. 

Frank thought it a pity she had not washed her 
stockings before the performance began ; but I think 
she was too tired to care if they were dirty or not, for 
she never danced more than two or three steps at a 
time, slnd then leant against the walls of the theatre, 
whilst the man in black velvet took up his part. 

" Come along in," said Jack, " this will be the best of 
the lot." 

So, with a great deal of shoving and squeezing, they 
at length got in, but the performance was partly over 
before they did so, and the crowd of people in front of 
them prevented their seeing much of what was going on. 

After enduring great heat and a bad smell for about a 
quarter of an hour, the principal actor came forward 
and said : 

" The first performance being now over, the haudience 
is requested to pass out by the left-'and door. We shall 
now give an entirely new piece, never yet put on any 
stage. All as is desirous of attending is requested to 
re-enter at the right-'and door — admission tuppence.*' 

"A very short play that," said Jack ; "but I suppose 
we can't expect more for the money. Let's go now and 
see the fat boy." 

There was a picture of this interesting young gentle- 
man outside his dwelling, which represented him as so 
big, that he covered one entire side of the caravan. He 
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wore a low dress made like a baby's, and tied up at the 
shoulder with ribbons, and he appeared to be so very 
fat that his flesh lay in great rolls, one on the top of the 
other. 

" How can he move about inside, if he's as big as all 
that?" thought Frank; but he followed closely on 
Jack's heels, and the place was smaller and even stuffier 
than the theatre had been. 

The fat boy was not so very big after all, but was a 
disgusting-looking, heavy young man, with two or three 
chins, and flabby, pendulous cheeks. 

" They've not put on his baby's dress," said Frank. 

"You young muff! You don't suppose those pictures 
outside are to be trusted! When you're older you'll 
learn that people tell lies in this world." 

Frank might easily have learnt this already from his 
intimacy with Jack Sanderson. The fat boy walked 
round amongst the people and collected money from 
them in a greasy hat, and begged them all to feel that 
his flesh was genuine. 

As Frank had no coppers left, he was obliged to give 
a shilling, so that his money was getting rather short 
by this time. They tried their luck at shooting in the 
pistol gallery, but though they both felt sure they had 
hit the mark several times, the man declared each time 
that they had missed, so that they did not get any nuts. 

The show that most pleased Frank was one of 
dancing dogs. Signor Frederico, who spoke with a 
strong Irish accent, exhibited them. There was one 
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dressed as a milkman. He wore a blouse, and carried a 
yoke over his poor little sloping shoulders, with milk 
cans attached to it ; and he walked on his hind legs up 
and down the front of the show to attract the spectators. 
He turned every time he came to the end of the plat- 
form, and retraced his steps so gravely, that it would 
have been amusing, had it not been so pitiful. When- 
ever his master went inside for a minute, the dog sat 
down on his haunches, but was up again like lightning 
on the man's re-appearance. 

"Ah! ye would, would ye!" said Signor Frederico, 
fixing his eye on the poor milkman, who laid down his 
ears, and licked his lips nervously, and tucked his tail 
so close out of sight that he might have been a real 
milkman as far as that went 

There was another dog dressed as a lady in a very 
wide crinoline, who shewed her legs in a most unlady 
like manner, and who took the milkman's arm and 
came round for pence. It seemed the same in all these 
shows, you had to pay to go in, and to pay to get out 
again also. 

They had pretty well seen all now. All Frank's 
money was gone too, so after examining the picture of 
the pig with six l^s, who was represented as dancing 
on the two hind ones, and holding out the other four to 
the beholders ; and taking a parting look at the young 
lady in dirty stockings, who was still alternately danc- 
ing and panting, they turned to leave the field. 

"What's the time, Jack," said Frank, "it must be 
going on for eleven." 
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Sanderson felt for his watch in vain. The cross bar 
of his chain was in his waistcoat buttonhole, but the 
chain had been snipped just below by pliers, and he 
and his watch were parted for ever. 

He began to swear angrily, for they had heard plenty 
of oaths amongst the crowds to-night, and the words 
came fast enough to him. 

But they had heard the clock strike ten some time 
ago, and felt they had no time to spare, even if staying 
to look for the watch would have done any good ; so 
Sanderson, very much out of temper with Frank and 
everybody else, and poor Frank, thinking that fairs 
were not half so amusing as he had fancied, began to 
bend their steps homewards. 

** I wouldn^t have lost that watch for five pounds," 
Jack grumbled. *' I broke the first that was given me, 
and when father replaced it, he said it should be the 
last I should get from him. If s all Everard's fault ; if 
he had let us go in broad daylight, this wouldn't have 
happened." 

** What a pity it was you wore it," said Frank, sorrow- 
fully. 

" What's the good of saying that, as I did wear it, 
you young muff! Thank goodness, there's only one 
week to the holidays, for if Everard were to notice and 
enquire about it, I might get into a row. The latch key 
is all safe at anyrate, that's a comfort." 

They had arrived at home by this time, and they 
stole guiltily up the long stone passage leading to the 
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front door. Then Jack bent down his ear to the key- 
hole to listen if anyone should be in the hall 

"Airs quiet," he said, and slipped the key into its 
place. 

What a long time it seemed before that key would 
do its work ! Jack was so anxious to avoid noise, and 
unused to this latch-key, that he fumbled and got it in 
crooked, and had to take it out again several times, 
without having effected his purpose. 

Frank's anxiety was great. The excitement was 
over, and his spirits dashed by the disappointments of 
the evening, and he stood behind Jack trembling and 
squeezing his hands tightly together to keep from cry- 
ing. I think he was a little bit afraid of Mr Everard 
after all ! 

At length the latch-key was tired, I suppose, of being 
obstinate, and with rather a sharp click, which sounded 
terribly loud to the boys, set the door open. 

The gas was turned down low in the hall against Mr 
Everard's return. Evidently the servants were not 
sitting up for him, so slipping off their boots, the boys 
proceeded to steal upstairs. 

Of course each stair creaked and groaned as it never 
did at any other time, but at last they were all mounted, 
and Jack and Frank sped quickly and safely down the 
long uncarpeted passage which led to their dormitory. 

The door was still open, and they could hear the 
steady regular breathing of the sleeping boys. Some 
of the coats which Jack had hung up, appeared to have 
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fallen down from the window, but they were too glad to 
find themselves safely back again to notice anything, 
and they threw off their clothes and got quickly into 
bed. 

Frank, over excited and dissatisfied with himself, lay 
long awake ; the prickings of his conscience, and the 
confused remembrance of the rabble he had been mixing 
with, took alternate places in his mind. 

How long it seemed since they had left the house ! 
yet it was barely two hours, for there was the town 
clock striking eleven now. 

" Well, it shall be the first and the last time," thought 
Frank. " As it is, it has done no harm to any one, ex- 
cept losing poor Jack his watch ; but it was very little 
fun after all to what I expected," 

Then he resolutely shut his eyes, and tried to shut 
out thought at the same time. And as he did so, the 
words he had been used to say nightly but a short while 
back, from the force of habit, came back to him again. 

" I will lay me down in peace and sleep, for Thou, 
Lord, only makest me to dwell in safety." 

And though the room was dark, and there were none 
to hear or see, the consciousness of God*s eternal Pre- 
sence and his own sinfulness, made Frank bury his head 
in the bedclothing, to hide his burning face. 

" Oh ! what a hypocrite I am," he thought ; " to say 
those words now ! '' and jie lay unhappy and remorseful, 
until the sound of coming wheels warned him of Mr 
Everard's return. 
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CHAPTER X. 

CAUGHT. 

Hugh lay uneasy and wakeful for another half hour, 
and attributing it partly to the heat of the room, got 
up and began to unfasten the coats with which Sander- 
son had been at such pains to darken the window/ 

He stood for a while watching the people who were 
standing about gossiping and buying at the stalls, but 
he was tired and sleepy, and soon left the window, 
passing over to Frank's bed to look at him for a minute 
before returning to his own. All his sleepiness was 
gone in a minute! Frank's empty bed, and as he 
glanced involuntarily at Sanderson's, his vacant place 
also, told the whole truth to Hugh in a minute. Their 
long conference in the playground, their secret whisper- 
ings, all the little by-play which had gone on between 
them during the past day, came back to him at once. 
He even remembered the darkening of the window, and 
the artfulness of their feigning to undress, and with a 
groan of misery, he guessed at once where they were 
gone. He began to reproach himself for his want of 
observation. 

" What a fool I was not to see it before ! '* he thought ; 
" anyone with their wits abput them would have guessed 
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what they were up to.'' His next impulse was to fol- 
low them. " They can't have been gone long ; perhaps 
after all they are only at the stalls outside. I dare not 
leave Frank alone with Sanderson. I believe he would 
lead him into any sort of mischief." And acting on the 
spur of the moment, too excited to judge if it was right 
or wrong, having only in his mind the rescuing of Frank 
from the evil example of Sanderson, he dressed and 
hurried down stairs to follow his brother. 

Of course he found the door unlocked, and he ran 
quickly up the street, to the square in front of the 
market-place, and looked eagerly amongst the knots of 
people assembled round the stalls. 

Nothing could he see of Frank or Jack, so with a 
heavy heart he proceeded to the field in hopes of 
finding and persuading them to return at once. 

The rabble was at its thickest there now. It was 
past ten o'clock, and the police were imperative in 
having all the shows closed by eleven, so the people 
were making the most of the remaining time. Poor 
Hugh, excited and bewildered, squeezed himself wher- 
ever he could manage to do so, but of course he stood 
but a bad chance in a crowd of mostly grown-up 
people, and though doubtless they must have been on 
the ground at the same time, the boys did not happen 
to encounter one another. 

Most probably Jack and Frank were in one or other 
of the shows during Hugh's search, into which, having 
no money in his pocket, he could not enter. 
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He must have stayed there almost an hour, going 
over the same ground again and again fruitlessly. 

Presently the people began to turn out from the 
shows and to leave the ground. Still there were no 
signs of Sanderson and Frank, and the place being now 
comparatively deserted, and the exhibitions beginning 
to be pulled to pieces, Hugh followed the example of 
others and turned homewards also. 

He began to hope that he had jumped too hastily to 
conclusions, and been frightening himself for nothing. 
Frank surely would never do anything really wrong. 
They must have left their beds for fun, to alarm him 
possibly, or perhaps they were watching the towns- 
people from one of the lower windows of the school- 
house. 

But though he tried to persuade himself of this, he 
was still very uneasy at heart, and walked sadly back, 
forgetful of his own breach of discipline, forgetful of Mr 
Everard, and indeed of every one but Frank, forgetful 
also, until he reached the door, that he had no means 
of re-entering the house. 

He stood for a minute thinking, wondering how he 
could get in, and what would be the consequence should 
it be discovered that he had left the house, but no ideas 
came to his assistance. If he climbed the wall and got 
into the playground, there was no '^unbarred window 
that side that he could avail himself of He dared not 
ring and be let in. Must he pass the night out of 
doors } 
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Whilst he was pondering, he mechanically took hold 
of the handle of the door and shook it gently in so 
doing. It was a very slight noise, but it and the foot- 
steps outside were heard by some one in the hall at the 
time, and suspecting that some of the fair people, up to 
no good at that time of night, might be loitering about 
the place, the person opened the door suddenly, and 
Hugh confronted Mr Everard face to face. 

He had returned from his dinner-party but two or 
three minutes before, and was just about to lock up and 
put out the gas, when the slight noise made by Hugh 
arrested him. 

They looked at one another for half a minute with- 
out speaking. I am sure Mr Everard would much 
sooner have faced the roughest and most dangerous of 
burglars than the frightened, trembling boy who stood 
before him. 

Mr Everard took him by the shoulder and led him 
under the gasalier. 

" Cameron ! " he said, in such a tone as Hugh had 
never heard him use, " is it possible } I thought it was 
Frank at first, but yoUy Hugh Cameron, whom I have 
thought so well of ! " and he turned from the boy with 
as much pain as anger in his face. 

Hugh did not speak ; indeed, he did not know what 
to say. He could not excuse himself without involving 
others, and he felt almost too miserable to trust his 
voice. 

" Where have you been, sir } Answer me at once." 
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" I only went to look if — I didn't go for anything 
wrong, indeed, sir," stammered out Hugh. 

Mr Everard looked at him severely. 

" You have been to the fair and the shows, I con- 
clude } " he asked. 

Hugh was beginning to speak again, when his master 
stopped him. 

"Don't make mattersworse by prevarications, Cameron. 
I am too astonished and hurt by what I have discovered 
to speak to you to-night. You can go." 

And poor Hugh, with a burning face, and more 
unhappy at being suspected of untruthfulness, and at 
his dear Mr Everard's bad opinion of him, than he had 
ever been in his life, sorrowfully obeyed him. 

Mr Everard remained standing in the hall after Hugh 
left him, with his hand resting on the old oak table, and 
his eyes looking apparently at nothing, thinking deeply 
of what had transpired. 

If any one of the boys had so transgressed it would 
have grieved him very much, but for Hugh ! whom he 
had so lately praised for his ingenuous, honourable 
character, and of whom he had grown so fond, to 
be proved so deceitful, was indeed a painful revela- 
tion. 

" I must be a poor judge of character, after all," he 
thought, " for yesterday I would have staked anything 
on that boy^s probity." 

Then he gave a great sigh, and lighting his candle, 
walked away to bed. 
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When Hugh reached the dormitory, he found Frank 
sitting up in bed and looking very frightened. 

" What is it, Hugh ? Where have you been ? Has 
Mr Everard found out anything ? " 

" He has found out that I've broken bounds, that's 
all," said Hugh, bitterly. " Where have you been your- 
self, Frank } I went to look for you." 

" When did you go } I didn't miss you before," 
answered Frank, evading his question. 

" You couldn't very well do that, as you weren't here, 
at any rate, when I left. I saw your and Sanderson's 
beds empty, and I was afraid you had gone to the fair, 
and followed you. Oh, I wish I had never, never gone," 
he said, sitting on the side of his bed and crying sadly. 

The noise woke up Sanderson and some of the others. 

" What's it all about } " said Jack. " Has young 
Cam. been letting out anything } " 

" Hugh went to look for us. Jack, and Mr Everard 
caught him. Jack, we must tell all about it now." 

"You'd better break your word to me," answered 
Sanderson, angrily ; " didn't you give me your promise 
not to peach } You can't tell of yourself without its 
getting blown about me; and, according to your 
account, Cameron has been just as bad as we, and must 
take chances, as we all must." 

Frank looked terribly frightened and unhappy. 

" Where did he find you, Hugh } How did it happen I 
Tell us all about it." 

Hugh gave him an account of it from first to last 
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" And it was all for me, and only for me," said Frank, 
piteously. " Oh Hugh, Hugh, what shall I do if you 
are expelled ? " 

" Expelled ! " his brother answered; "it will not come 
to that, Frank, don't fear. I shall have a good flogging, 
I expect, but I don't mind that ; what I mind is, that I 
can never explain to Mr Everard/' 

" But don't you know the rule, Hugh ? Mr Everard 
never breaks a rule, the boys say." 

"I never heard of such a rule; I can tell him that 
truly — not that he is likely to believe me now, I sup- 
pose. How did you hear of that rule, Frank } " 

" It's true enough," said Jack, " and all I can say is, 
it is a good thing for you if you didn't know it ; for 
you may possibly get off that way. As to me and 
Frank, we were both quite aware of it. So even if 
Frank could be so dishonourable as to break his promise, 
he would only make matters worse by confessing." 

Frank tried hard to get Sanderson to allow him to 
tell of his own part in the business, leaving Jack out of 
the question, but he would not hear of it, and Hugh too 
insisted that Frank could not with honour go back from 
his word. 

** I must take the consequences, Frank," he said, 
*' whatever they may be. Don't distress yourself so 
much." And he lay down quietly, by far the happiest 
boy of the three, though the only one that had 
incurred punishment, just for this reason, that his 
conscience was clear of intentional wrong. 
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Frank was suffering greatly from remorse ; and 
though I am afraid Jack's conscience did not trouble 
him much, he was filled with a guilty dread lest the 
investigation of Cameron's misdemeanour should lead 
to the discovery of his own, or that Frank might prove 
unfaithful to him after all. 

He turned to Hugh. ** You are a brick, Cameron, 
after all ! You'll keep our counsel, won't you, old 
fellow.? Mr Everard would never let me off again, 
I've been in so many scrapes." 

" Yes, rU not betray you," answered Hugh, turning 
from him with a feeling very like disgust. 

And there was again silence in the room, though 
three of the number had very little more sleep that 
night. 
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CHAPTER XL 

HUGH'S RESOLVE. 

Hugh's resolution was equally strong next morning, 
when he woke from a short and uneasy sleep. 

" If you alone were concerned in it, Frank," he said, 
" I should advise you by all means to tell the whole 
truth ; I expect you'll have the hardest part to bear, 
though you may escape public punishment ; but as you 
agreed with Jack beforehand to keep faith with him, 
whatever happened, I don't think you can possibly 
back out of it now. Mr Everard knows how thick you 
two are, and would at once suspect him. I have quite 
made up my mind to whatever may happen, and I am 
not so very unhappy about it either now, for God 
knows I did not mean to do wrong, and that is the first 
thing after all, Frank." 

Hugh's thoughtful grey eyes were looking straight up 
to the glorious blue sky above them as he spoke : he 
was thinking of his earthly father as well as his 
Heavenly One at that minute, and he was feeling ** the 
peace which passeth all man's understanding," which 
never fails God's children in the troubles He sends 
them. He began to reap a slight reward for his un- 
selfishness at once from the renewed aff*ection Frank 
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shewed him, and the brothers walked up and down the 
playground, talking confidentially, with their arms round 
each other s necks, until the bell rang for breakfast. . 

Hugh felt as he imagined a criminal would when led 
out to execution, when after breakfast, Mr Dupuis, who 
was better this morning, said to him — 

" Cameron, Mr Everard wants you in his study." 

Very pale, and with a beating heart, he proceeded 
there, and from his outward demeanour he might indeed 
have been as guilty as his master thought him, which 
shows how wrong it is to judge too much from appear- 
ances. 

Hugh was of a highly sensitive nature, and it was 
fear for the loss of the good opinion of the master he 
loved so dearly, that acted upon him now. I daresay 
Sanderson would have been able to confront Mr Everard 
with much greater composure. Hugh tapped timidly 
at the study door — 

" Come in," said the quiet voice, and Hugh stood in 
the sanctum sanctorum of Mr Everard. It was a room 
to which the boys were never admitted except on great 
occasions. Hugh had spent one very happy afternoon 
there a short time back, when he had got a bad kick 
during a game of football, and been obliged to rest his 
leg from out-door games for a while ; and Mr Everard 
had let him lie on the couch in the window, and read 
one of the books from the book-shelves which lined the 
walls of the little room, and afterwards he had sat in 
the twilight listening to Mr Everard's stories of some 
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of the events of his own boyhood, and Hugh had 
thought that if he lived to manhood, he would try to 
have just such a study of his own. . Mr Everard's face 
wore a very different expression now from what it had 
the last time he and Hugh were together there. 

He was sitting at his writing table, evidently waiting 



"Come in," said the quiet voice. 

for the boy, for he had no writing before him, and on 
Hugh's coming in, said — 

" Good morning, Cameron, shut the door, and come 
nearer the table." 

When Hugh had done so, he continued — 
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"I sent for you, as of course you may very well 
imagine, to ask if you can give me any satisfactory 
account of, or any excuse for, your conduct of last 
night." 

I think Mr Everard hoped very greatly that there 
might be some extenuating circumstances in the case, 
for he took his eyes off Hugh, seeing how nervous he 
was, and occupied himself in playing with a little piece 
of pencil he held in his fingers, to give the boy time to 
recover himself Hugh cleared his throat. 

" No, sir," he said faintly, seeing that Mr Everard 
waited for an answer. 

" Do you mean to tell me that you went purposely 
to the fair, after you had been seen safely in bed ?" 

" Yes, sir," he answered again. 

"Were you alone, or did anyone ask you to join 
them r 

Mr Everard knew that he was not likely to get much 
information from a schoolboy as to the names of his 
confederates, but he was not prepared for Hugh's 
answer. 

" I was quite alone, sir, nobody asked me." 

"That is enough then," he said, presently. "You 
know the rules, Cameron, that you have incurred 
expulsion by breaking out at night V 

" I knew it from the boys last night, sir, after I came 
back, but I did not know it before. Indeed, indeed, I 
did not," he said, seeing the slight smile of incredulity 
on Mr Everard's face. 
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" You ought to have done so, then, for I myself told 
you to read them on your first coming. That is all I 
have to say to you now." 

And Hugh, in ignorance of what his fate might be, 
returned to the school-room. 

"What shall I do with the child?" thought Mr 
Everard, when he was again alone. " It is incompre- 
hensible to me that he could behave so badly without 
some strong temptation ; but if any others are involved 
in the affair, I should never find it out through Hugh, I 
am sure. It is his first offence, too ; I wish I had never 
made that rule. It is too severe a punishment for so 
young a boy." 

And the master's mind went back to the time when 
he was as thoughtless and full of fun as Hugh, and his 
heart yearned with a great pity over the fatherless boy 
in his care. 

It did not tend to reassure Hugh's mind when, on the 
first form being called up for morning lesson, he was 
desired to take the lowest place in the class. Gross 
misconduct always involved the loss of place ; and I am 
sorry to say that Sanderson who was second, did not feel 
any compunction in thus recovering his lost post, but 
rejoiced inwardly at the fall of his rival. 

He did not do so for long, however, for, owing to the 
excitement of the previous afternoon, his work had been 
but half prepared, and he was very soon supplanted by 
Bourdillon. 

Hugh made a terrible hash of his construings when 
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his turn came. He could think of nothing but his dis- 
grace, and stumbled and stuttered, and made such a 
poor affair of it, that Mr Everard, pitying his distress, 
kindly cut his part very short, and passed on without 
comment 

It was a long and weary morning to the poor boy. 
His head throbbed from want of sleep and unhappiness, 
and all his tasks seemed too difficult for him. He was 
turned back in his English lesson, which he took with 
Mr Dupuis, and was just about to get an imposition 
from that gentleman, who had not heard* of the occur- 
rences of last night, when Mr Everard took him aside 
and whispered to him, and the subject was dropped. 

When twelve o'clock struck, the time at which they 
broke off school, and generally adjourned to the play- 
ground, Mr Everard desired all the boys to remain in 
their places, and stood up to address them. 

" Boys," said he, "you all know pretty well what I am 
about to say to you. I wish, with all my heart, that I 
had no such task. Ever since the last miserable affair 
of the same kind, which most of you remember taking 
place when Watson was amongst us, I instituted the 
rule, well known, I believe, amongst you all, that any 
boy breaking bounds at night should be expelled from 
this school. I deeply regret that Hugh Cameron, whom 
I have hitherto thought trustworthy, should have placed 
himself in this position ; and if any of you present are 
conscious in your own hearts that you have had a share 
in this offence, or know of anything in extenuation of 
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his conduct,' I trust that you will act like honourable 
boys, and come forward and acknowledge it." 

He paused for a minute to see if there was any 
response ; but though Frank paled visibly, and Sander- 
son twisted himself about in an uneasy manner, and 
tried to assume an air of unconcern, they neither of 
them spoke. 

I think Frank's former willingness to clear his brother 
died away now, with the prospect of expulsion staring 
him in the face. 

Receiving no answerfromany,Mr Everard continued — 

" I can hardly conceive it possible that without some 
bad influence, or stronger motive than mere curiosity, 
he should have risked so much, but of the motive of 
the act, God alone is judge. If any of you are keeping 
back what might prove some slight excuse for him, 
remember that though I cannot know, God does, and 
the day will assuredly come when all secrets shall be 
revealed. In the meantime I have to deal with the act 
itself Cameron tells me he was unaware of the rule 
attending his fault ; can any of you say if this is true } " 

I think Hugh felt this part of Mr Everard's speech 
more than any other. That his word should go for 
nothing, and the others be appealed to in confirmation 
of it ! when he prided himself so much on his strict 
adherence to the truth.. 

Frank answered eagerly — 

" Tm sure he didn't know it, sir ! I told him of it for 
the first time, after he came up last night." 
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Two or three of the others corroborated this, and 
pointed to the map which covered the printed rules, 
and had hung there throughout this term. 

"I am very thankful," continued Mr Everard, "to 
hear this ; I am rejoiced also to find that Cameron did 
not excuse his fault by a lie. I must say for him that 
I have never yet found him in any untruth, therefore I 

shall give him credit for 
what he says, and for 
this once, shall waive the 
sentence of expulsion. 
\ That there may be no 
such excuse in future, I 
shall require each boy 
now present, or any who 
may come hereafter, to 
write out a copy of the 
school rules to be pasted 
in his desk. 

" I cannot however, 
Cameron, pass over your 
fault without severe pun- 
ishment, therefore I shall 

Hugh in disgrace. -j. j. i j 

write to your uncle, and 
inform him that from your breach of discipline, I can- 
not allow you to return home for the Midsummer 
holidays, which you must pass here, within bounds, 
instead.*' 
The boys had all been standing during Mr Everard's 
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address; when he stopped, at his signal to them to 
disperse, they filed out of the room. 

Poor Hugh was too miserable to follow them. It 
was such an unexpected punishment ! so much harder 
to bear than the worst flogging he could imagine. To 
stay there alone for nearly six weeks ! and what would 
Uncle Fred and Aunt Ethel think of him ? and not to 
see Herbert, nor even Mumps ! " Tis the last straw 
that breaks the camel's back," and the recollection of 
Mumps' demonstrative affection was too much for 
Hugh, and sinking down on his seat, he laid his head 
on his desk, and sobbed aloud. 

Mr Everard stood for a while in his place looking 
sorrowfully at him. If Hugh had looked up he would 
have seen the water in those kind eyes also. Perhaps 
he thought it was hardly the time to say much to the 
boy, so he merely laid his hand gently on his shoulder 
in passing him, and saying softly, "Pray to God for 
grace to bear your punishment cheerfully," left him 
alone in the room. 
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WHAT IT COST HIM. 



Hugh did not know how long he had been sitting in 
the same place indulging his chagrin at his great disap- 
pointment, when the schoolroom door opened, and 
Frank entered. 

His eyes were as red as his brother*s, and he sat down 
by his side in silence for a few minutes. Presently he 
said — 

" I am so miserable, Hugh. I can never enjoy my 
holidays without you ; I shall be thinking of you all 
the time." 

" No, you won't after a bit," Hugh answered. " You'll 
have Sanderson, you know, but I do wish with all my 
heart that he was not going, Frank ; he does you no 
good by his example, and you know it as well as 
I do." 

" I think you are a great deal too hard upon Jack, 
Hugh, really I do. He's full of fun, but there's no real 
harm in him. After all, where's the sin in going to a 
fair ? The mistake lies with those who keep boys in so 
tight." 

These were second-hand opinions of Master Jack's, 
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which Frank thought sounded very clear and con- 
clusive. 

" There is a great deal more than fun in him, Frank. 
He is not honourable or truthful, and I am sure if father 
were alive he is the last boy he would have wished you 
to make a friend of, but you are so blinded by him that 
you will not admit his faults. You know for one thing, 
he does not hesitate to tell a lie." 

Frank knew it well, but he did not feel so strongly 
on the subject of a lie as he used to do a while back. 
He was slipping down hill very fast now. 

So he was silent, not caring to blame his friend 
though he could not screen him. 

" At any rate," he said after a pause, " it is too late 
to make any alteration now, as he has accepted the 
invitation, and it will be bad enough for me as it is^with 
you left here. It isn't very kind of you, Hugh, to wish 
me to be quite alone, I think.*' 

So Frank's trouble was more for himself after all, I 
believe, than for the brother who had to bear the 
punishment for his sake. 

Hugh dropped the subject, for he felt it was useless to 
try to convince him. And by-and-bye Frank said to 
Sanderson — 

" I am going to try and beg him' off. Jack ; perhaps 
Mr Everard might change his mind." 

And though Jack did not approve of this plan entirely, 
having private reasons for enjoying the thought of his 
holidays much more without Cameron's company, Frank 
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seeing Mr Everard and Mr Dupuis walking together 
in the adjoining fields, waited till they came up, to 
make his request. 

They were talking together of the late occurrences, 
and Mr Everard said. 

" I don't know when IVe been so troubled about the 
boys' peccadillos as I have been this time with young 
Cameron's affair. If it had been Sanderson now, I 
could have understood it I have had my eye on that 
boy for some time, but he is a slippery fellow, and I 
can never catch him." 

" Perhaps it may prove a happy thing for Cameron 
ultimately that you did discover him," answered Mr 
Dupuis. "There's no mistake about his having been 
out himself, even if others were also, so you needn't 
worry yourself about punishing the wrong boy." 

" No ! but in this individual case, I feel the punish- 
ment is too hard. I cannot make it less, however, 
without weakening my authority over the other boys, 
for, unless the penalty is very severe, the elder ones will 
run great risks for the sake of a night out. Young 
Cameron had no worse motive, I am sure, than boyish 
curiosity and love of adventure, to tempt him." 

They were approaching Frank now, who touched his 
cap as they came up, and said — 

" May I speak to you for a minute, please sir } " 

Mr Everard stopped. " Certainly," he said ; " what is 
it.?" 

" Please sir, wouldn't you — couldn't you — could you 
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let Hugh off this once, sir ? He really didn't think of 
what he was doing when he went out" 

" He ought to have thought, then, Frank. Did you 
know of his going yourself?" 

"No, sir," said Frank, blushing very much as Mr 
Everard looked hard at him. 

He began to wish he had not come to plead his 
brother's cause, he was so afraid lest Mr Everard's 
next question might be more difficult to answer, but the 
master only said — 

" No, Frank, I cannot do it ; I must keep to what I 
have said. It is a trouble to you, no doubt, to be 
parted from your brother; and I am very sorry for 
both you and him. You see by this, Frank, that no 
one can do wrong without its working harm to others 
as well as himself. We cannot sin and bear the conse- 
quences alone." 

Frank felt this was true enough, only it applied 
more to him than to poor innocent Hugh ; and, afraid 
of being cross-examined, he said no more, but rejoined 
Jack. 

Sanderson comforted him by saying — " Depend upon 
it, Cameron will be all right again a day or two after 
we're gone. Everard is so sweet upon him, no doubt 
hell give him lots more treats than we shall get ; and 
your brother likes his company a great deal better than 
he does ours." 

The rest of the week passed quickly away. There 
was great excitement, of course, amongst all the boys 
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at the near prospect of their emancipation ; and even 
Frank could not subdue his delight after his first regrets 
on Hugh's account had subsided. 

No more was said to Hugh on the subject of his mis- 
behaviour by Mr Everard, who had returned to his 
ordinary manner. The punishment being awarded, he 
was not one to care to increase it by continued severity, 
so if he had occasion to speak to Hugh, he did so 
kindly, though perhaps more gravely, than he had been 
wont. Hugh learnt that Mr Everard was himself going 
away the same day that school broke up ; and it was a 
hard matter for the boy to keep a brave heart, whilst 
he looked on at the active preparations of the others for 
departure. He felt as if he should be glad when they 
were fairly off, and he need no longer keep up appear- 
ances. On the last morning Mr Everard detained 
them for a few minutes after prayers to say " Good-bye " 
to each. Hugh's hopes of making his peace with him 
privately, died away now, as he heard him say — 

** I must take leave of you now, boys, as my train 
leaves in a few minutes." 

Then he passed down the row of boys, shaking hands 
cordially with each. He made no difference between 
any of them ; perhaps he wished to show Hugh that he 
felt none, and in another hour's time they were all gone, 
and poor Hugh left sole occupant of the great desolate, 
untidy school-room, and the forsaken house. 

He wandered into the play-ground, but it was so 
strange and melancholy to see it deserted, and to find it 
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quiet for the first time, that he soon returned, and avoid- 
ing the school-room, took refuge in the dormitory. He 
could not settle himself at once to read one of the 
legacy of story-books the boys had left him. He had 
no heart to go out of doors, and could think of no con- 
genial emplojonent, so he curled himself up in the 
sunny window-sill of the bedroom, and sat thinking 
sadly, caressing Frank's little mouse the while. 

He knew that Mr Everard had written to his uncle a 
few days before to apprise him of the reason of Frank's 
returning without his brother. He should get a letter 
from Uncle Fred, he supposed, shortly. It would be 
still more difficult to set matters straight with him than 
with Mr Everard, but for that he did not seem to care 
half so much. 

" If I could only have asked him," he thought, " if he 
had forgiven me, it would have been so much easier to 
bear ; but it will be too late when he returns — he will 
have forgotten all about it by that time." 

His Bible was lying on the window-sill at his feet. 
He had begun to read a few verses this morning, as 
was his general habit, but the racket of the boys about 
him was so g^eat that he had laid it aside for the time. 

He took it up listlessly now, and went on reading 
where he had left off in the morning. It happened to 
be in the Second Epistle of St Peter, and he lifted up 
his head when he came to the verse : 

**If when ye do well, and suffer for it, ye take it 
patiently, this is acceptable with God." 
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He had known the words well for long, but they 
came to him with quite a new meaning to-day, as the 
Bible always does when we are in trouble, and after he 
had closed the Book and laid it aside, he sat there 
long, thinking quietly of One who spent not six weeks 
but thirty-three years in bearing daily the punishment 
of others ; and the remembrance that he was now shar- 
ing in his little way the Cross of the dear Saviour of us 
all, calmed and comforted him as no earthly friend 
could have done. 

And though he was a solitary prisoner in the now 
dreary old school-house, he was more light of heart and 
happier that evening than his brother Frank, who 
having reached home with Sanderson, was listening 
with a burning face to his uncle's animadversions on 
Hugh's bad conduct, and praising him for not being 
mixed up with it 




Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER XIIL 

JIM. 

Before leaving home Mr Everard said to Mr Dupuis — 

" Would it inconvenience you much if I ask you to 
stay on here for a few days longer ? If you are not 
engaged to go anywhere at once, it would be a great 
accommodation to me, as I promised some time back 
to run up to London as soon as the holidays began, 
and I do not think I could leave Cameron alone with 
the servants." 

Mr Dupuis answered readily — 

" Oh, no, I will gladly do as you wish, but how about 
your tour in Scotland } " 

"That I must give up, of course," answered Mr 
Everard, "but I should not like to disappoint my 
mother, who is now expecting me. If you can spare 
until Friday, I will be back on that day, and you can 
prolong your holidays at the other end." 

It had been arranged by Mr Everard that he should 
take a walking tour through part of Scotland this 
summer, so Hugh's punishment cost him something 
too, although one of the boys had said thoughtlessly, 
thinking, as most schoolboys do, that the masters have 
a very easy time of it — 
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" It's all very well for Everard, who can take a holiday- 
whenever he likes. He*d better try how he'd enjoy it 
himself." 

Mr Dupuis replied — 

" I am very sorry that you should lose your tour. I 
will remain here longer if you would like it ; let me take 
a fortnight of the time .?" 

But Mr Everard would not hear of this. 

" I could not enjoy myself/' he said, " at the expense 
of others. Never mind about me, I shall find plenty of 
ways of amusing myself." 

It was Monday when they were talking, and next 
day was the breaking up of school, so that in reality 
Mr Everard was only going for two clear days ; but of 
that Hugh had no idea. 

He was rather surprised to see Mr Dupuis, when told 
by Lucy, the maid, that tea was ready. 

Lucy had been looking for him all over the place, 
and now she put her arms round his neck and give 
him a motherly kiss. 

" Don't'ee fret any more," she said, " the time'U soon 
pass away, and we shall be looking for them back again 
soon ; " and she took from her pockets some enormous 
apples, a substantial form of consolation which Hugh 
accepted with pleasure. 

Mr Dupuis was not such pleasant company as Mr 
Everard ; he was a studious man, and took his tea 
reading a book all the while. He looked so funny, 
peering with his weak eyes through his spectacles at 
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the volume he held in one hand, with his cup raised in 
the other, and with a huge piece of toast in his mouth, 
for to save time he took enormous bites without looking 
what he was doing, that Hugh would have liked very- 
much to laugh, if he had had anyone to share the joke 
with him. 

Tea was soon over, the master being anxious to get 
back to his studies, and Hugh not feeling hungry ; then 
Mr Dupuis, seeming to remember the boy for the first 
time, said to him — 

" You can go anywhere about the grounds, Cameron, 
or in the house, but you must not go out of bounds 
during Mr Everard*s absence, and you may read any 
books in the study, as long as you don't take them out 
of the room." 

Then feeling that he had done his duty as far as 
Hugh was concerned, he settled himself comfortably to 
his book, oblivious of a spoonful of ^g he had dropped 
on his necktie, and a few crumbs hanging in one 
whisker. 

Hugh thanked him, and felt it was kind of Mr 
Everard to have left this permission behind him, but 
he b^an to wonder if Mr Dupuis were to remain as 
his companion all the holidays, and rather to hope that 
he would not 

He saw very little of him during the next two days, 
excepting at meal times, as he whiled away the time, 
partly by strolling about the garden, with a book and 
the dog, and partly in the little room belonging to 
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Mrs Jenkins, where that old lady was generally to be 
found surrounded by clothes requiring repair. On 
the Friday afternoon, Hugh got rid of some of his 
heavy hours by helping the gardener who was busy 
with the lawn. The boys did not in general frequent 
the garden much, the playground being more suitable 
for their games, but now Hugh was glad to take his 
turn in mowing and rolling, and Giles the gardener 
was not at all disinclined to avail himself of his help. 
Hugh had been going backwards and forwards with 
the lawn cutter many times, and was still hard at work, 
with the perspiration running down his face, when he 
noticed Giles' son, a lad of about his own age, watch- 
ing him. He was a cripple, this poor boy, from his 
birth, and as Hugh came near him, he nodded good- 
naturedly to the poor fellow, and said — 

" I'm pretty well done up, Jim, I must come and rest 
a bit with you." 

Jim made room for him on the garden-roller, where 
he was sitting basking in the sun, and they entered into 
conversation. 

** What do you do all day, Jim," said Hugh, "when 
you can't go out with your father ? " 

" I stuff birds mostly," he answered, " and such like 
things. I wish I could do something that paid better 
though — no one about seems to care about having their 
pets stuffed." 

Which indeed was no wonder, for the ghastly 
elongated specimens of birds and animals that poor 
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Jim turned out of hand were so unlike the originals, 
that they were not generally recognized by their late 
owners. 

" I should like to learn to stuff birds," said Hugh. 
" Who taught you, Jim ? " 

" A man who set up here for a bit, but he's left now. 
I could teach you, sir, if you'd like to learn. IVe got 
some tools with me, and a dead mole in my pocket 
now.** 

" All right, Jim, but if you give me lessons I shall 
pay you for them. FU give you sixpence a lesson until 
I know all about it" 

So Jim, who thought this a munificent arrangement, 
produced the mole, and lesson number one begun. 

The mole having been dead several days, and neither 
master nor pupil being very expert at their work, the 
skin was pretty well torn before it was separated from 
the little animal. Jim promised to bring some pre- 
paration with which to soften and prepare the skin 
to-morrow ; and in the meantime it was hung in the 
sun to dry. 

In taking out the sixpence which was deep in the 
recesses of one of Hugh's pockets, and hard to come 
at, Hugh pulled out and dropped on the ground a leaf 
torn from a theme book, which had been used to wrap 
something in. Jim picked it up, and after looking at 
it with great interest, said — 

" You didn't never do this beautiful writing yourself, 
sir?" 
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" Do you call that beautiful, Jim ? It's nothing out 
of the common." 

" It looks beautiful ^to me," sighed the boy, " I'd give 
a deal to write any way. Father can't pay for schooling 
for me, as I've never been anything but a burden to 
him, and never shan't be otherwise." 

He looked so downcast about it that Hugh said — 

" If Mr Dupuis will let me, Jim, I'd teach you to 
write during these holidays. Would you like it ? Shall 
I ask him ? " 

Jim flushed with pleasure. 

" Would I like it ? " he echoed, " it's what I've been 
longing for a length of time." 

So it was arranged between them that, if permitted, 
the lessons should begin to-morrow ; and as Jim 
limped painfully away to his poor home, taking the 
leaf of writing with him, as something too precious to 
be thrown away, Hugh felt glad and thankful that his 
sacrifice might at any rate be of good to the poor 
crippled boy. 

It wanted still an hour to tea-time, and Hugh being 
left alone now, and feeling tired of hard work, leant on 
the fence which divided the garden from the play- 
ground, and pondered on what he could do with the 
evening before him. 

He and the gardener between them had got the turf 
into such first-rate order that he heard no footsteps 
behind him, and was quite unaware of the approach of 
anyone, till feeling two hands laid on his shoulders he 
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turned round suddenly, to find to his great surprise Mr 
Everard standing and looking down into his face. 

Hugh's astonishment was so great that he only stared 
at him for a minute without speaking ; and he looked 
such an untidy, dirty object from the combined effects 
of gardening and mole skinning, that Mr Everard could 
not help laughing, as he said, " Well, Cameron, I didn't 
mean to startle you so. Are you very sorry to see me 
back again } " 

"Sorry, sir? no indeed, I am very glad,** Hugh 
answered earnestly ; " but I thought you were in Scot- 
land, and I was so surprised." 

" No, I am not going to Scotland just at present. I 
only returned from London by the last train, and came 
out to admire the beautiful order into which Giles 
has got the garden. Can you tell me where Mr 
Dupuisis?'* 

" He is in the library, I think, sir ; shall I go and 
fetch him ? " 

" I will go there to him," answered Mr Everard, and 
turned away in the direction of the house. 

Hugh felt that now or never was his time ; most pro- 
bably Mr Everard would leave home again shortly, and, 
having gained courage by the unlooked for way in which 
they had met, and the kindly manner of his master, he 
ran after him, and speaking very fast and rather indis- 
tinctly, for he was nervous, said, " Mr Everard— sir, will 
you tell me first if— if you have forgiven me yet for — 
for— what I did .? " 
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He took refuge in this form of speech, not exactly- 
knowing under what head to class his misdemeanour. 

Mr Everard bent his tall figure a little to catch what 
Hugh said, but he heard it however ; perhaps he had 
expected something of the kind. 

" Yes, Indeed, Cameron," he answered ; " I have for- 
given you long ago. You must not measure my anger 
by your punishment. I can assure you it was no 
pleasure to me to deprive you of your holidays } " 

"Thank you, sir, very much," Hugh answered, giving 
a sigh of relief, and half his burden seemed lifted off 
his shoulders at once. "I was so afraid you might 
leave home again still angry with me," he added. 

" I shall not leave home again,*' Mr Everard replied. 

" Not go to Scotland, sir } Not have your own holi- 
day.^" said Hugh. "Oh, Mr Everard, you have not 
lost it through me, have you } Indeed, sir, you may 
trust me; I will promise you most sacredly not to 
break bounds." 

" It is not that I mistrust you, Cameron ; I do not 
remain at home to watch you. I have arranged matters 
more to my own satisfaction by staying at home this 
summer; so think no more of it, and we will see 
whether we can amuse one another for a little while." 

Then he passed his arm affectionately round the 
boy's neck, and they walked together to the house. 

Hugh's heart was too full to let him speak, but his 
love for Mr Everard took deeper root than ever. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

RICHMOND. 

Frank and Sanderson had but a short time to pass 
in London, as Mr Manners and his family only waited 
for their arrival to move into the country for the 
summer months. They had a pretty little house on 
the banks of the Thames but a short distance from 
Richmond. The garden sloped to the water's edge, 
and here was a boat-house, and a light boat in which 
they spent many hours. 

Frank looked and felt very sheepish on returning, 
and drew down Sanderson's angry expostulations when 
they were alone. 

" If you're such an ass, Cam, you'll be letting all out 
before you've got through the holidays. Why, your 
eyes were as full of water as a girl's, l^st, night when 
your uncle was speaking. You're not half the man I 
took you for." 

Sanderson was so often overbearing in his manner to 
Frank, and Frank, having a conscience ill at ease, was so 
touchy at what he said, that they spent a good part of 
their time in quarrelling. 

" I don't know what sort of a man you call yourself, 
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Jack," Frank retorted. "I think we are a couple of 
sneaks, and if it wasn't for my promise, Td tell all my 
share of it at once." 

" Hold your tongue and shut up, do," whispered 

. Sanderson, " here's your uncle bearing down upon us," 

and as he spoke he pushed into his pocket a clay pipe 

which he often tried to smoke, though it invariably 

made him feel sick afterwards. 

Uncle Fred had cross-questioned Frank rather un- 
comfortably on his first return, in the presence of Aunt 
Ethel, and Frank felt the quiet steady glance of her 
blue eyes, far more than the glare of his uncle's spec- 
tacled ones. 

" It is a bad business this of Hugh's, Frank," Uncle 
Fred had said, " tell me the whole story of it. I learnt 
the fact only from Mr Everard, now I want the par- 
ticulars." 

"He — ^he — broke bounds, uncle, and went out with- 
out leave, that was it," stammered Frank. 

"Yes, yes, I know that, but what for, and who 
with?" 

Frank paused for a minute, for he wasn't bad enough 
as yet to tell a downright lie without compunction, but 
finding no way out of it, he said — 

" I don't know exactly, I suppose it was to see the 
fair." 

" And had you been forbidden to go there ? " 

" Yes, uncle." 

" And did any other boys go too ? " 
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"No, uncle." It came out easier this time, though 
Frank's cheeks were burning hot. 

" And do you mean to say that Hugh has made no 
confession even to you, as to why he went, and that you 
are in the dark about it ? " 

As Frank hesitated. Uncle Fred continued — 

" If he has told you, Frank, you had better let me 
know. Mr Everard says he can learn nothing of Hugh's 
motives from himself. If it should involve any of the 
other boys, you may be sure I would not take advan- 
tage of your confidence, but I ought to know the truth 
for Hugh's sake." 

They were getting on such dangerous ground that 
Sanderson put in — 

** Oh no, sir, nothing of that kind. Cameron went 
out quite alone, and came in quite alone, as ev-eryone 
knows." 

Uncle Manners put Sanderson quietly down by 
simply holding up his hand, and saying — " Hold your 
tongue, please," and turning again to Frank for an 
answer. Frank had no resource but lie number two, so 
he tried to look unconcerned, and sniffed and answered, 
with his natural colour this time — 

" No, I don't know anything about it, uncle, and it's 
no use asking me any more." 

Mr Manners was in the habit of speaking the truth 
himself, consequently he believed Frank's statements, 
and imagined that his confusion arose from regret for 
his brother, so he replied — 

G 
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"Tm very sorry for it, very sorry indeed. I am 
thankful, however, that Hugh did not lead you into the 
same mischief. Hitherto I have felt such confidence in 
him that I have been glad to think you had so good a 
counsellor to turn to as your brother. I shall not be 
able to feel the same in future ; but I sincerely trust 
that you will take warning by this, Frank, and not 
allow yourself to be led into wrong-doing, and try to 
keep him as steady as yourself I am very glad, my 
boy, that you at least have come back, after your first 
term, with a good name." 

And Uncle Fred had shaken hands very heartily with 
Frank, and dropped the subject. And Frank, who had 
been on thorns for some time, took care not to renew it. 

It was when they were down in the country that 
Aunt Ethel said to Mr Manners — 

" I don't admire that boy Sanderson that Frank has 
brought home. If he'd be content to be a boy, he 
would be much pleasanter, but the grown-up airs he 
puts on are so ridiculous." 

"Yes, he is not a very taking boy, certainly, but 
Frank tells me he is the head boy at school, so I 
suppose he is better than he looks. He smelt very 
strong of tobacco to-day. He'd better not let me catch 
him smoking or teaching Frank to do so." 

Then Uncle Fred walked away and encountered the 
boys in the garden, just as Master Jack had hidden his 
pipe, as we saw a little while since. 

As soon as he was gone Sanderson remarked — 
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** If the old party is going to be poking his nose in 
and out of the place all the morning, I vote we make 
off somewhere. What shall we do, Frank ? it*s uncom- 
monly slow here. Shall we pull down to Richmond ? " 

" We can't take the boat without asking leave," said 
Frank ; "but I'll go and ask Aunt Ethel, if you like." 

" Whew ! " answered Sanderson. " What ! are you 
tied by the leg so tight as that > " 

" We are not tied at all," said Frank, hotly. "There's 
no one gives boys more rein than uncle; but Aunt 
Ethel might want to have a row herself, and I shan't go 
without first asking." 

" Go on and ask, then, and make haste back, for it's 
frightfully hot here." 

And he amused himself during Frank's absence in 
worrying a cockatoo, who was placed on his stand in 
the sun. He was a very well-disposed bird in general, 
and would take anything to eat from the hand, but 
Jack offered it a gooseberry so many times, and then 
drew it away just as the bird thought he was going to 
have it, that partly through anger and partly through 
eagerness to secure the fruit. Cocky hooked his beak 
right through the gooseberry into Jack's forefinger. Ke 
gave a cry of pain and aimed a blow at the bird simul- 
taneously, but he ducked so cleverly, and looked so 
savage with his erected crest and flapping wings, that 
Jack thought better of it, and walked off, grumbling and 
sucking his injured finger, in a very bad temper. 

Aunt Ethel, who was talking to Frank at the drawing- 
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room window, saw what passed, but she made no 
remark, and presently Frank came back with leave to 
have the boat ; so loosing her from the boat-house, they 
were soon rowing gently down the stream. 
They were not very good oars, either of them, but it 

was too hot 
to care to ex- 
ert themselves 
much, so they 
went lazily on, 
going partly 
with the cur- 
rent. 

Jack laid 
back and pre- 
tended to 
smoke, taking 
an occasional 
puff, and try- 
ing to fancy 
he liked it ; 
and Frank sat 
at the tiller 
eating goose- 
jack and Cockatoo. berrfes and 
throwing the skins to the swans who followed them, in 
hopes of something better. 

It was a pleasant way of passing an idle summer's 
day — the boughs of the trees which grew on the fresh 
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green banks on either side the river, drooping over and 
hanging so low that you had to look out for your head 
sometimes, if you kept inland for the sake of the 
shade. 

There were plenty of pleasure-boats with their bright 
awnings, and pic-nic parties inside, on all sides, and 
moored here and there in the quieter nooks were steady 
old punts, with equally steady-looking old occupants, 
who were so bent on their sport that they wished the 
livelier pleasure-seekers anywhere, 

Frank and Jack came upon such a punt now, but 
the angler seemed more absorbed in his book than his 
fishing. 

" Do you see who that is. Jack ? " said Frank as they 
approached him. 

" Why, it's old Dupuis, as sure as my name's Jack ! " 
he answered. " Don't make a noise. Cam ; he sees no 
more than an owl by daylight. Let's pass him by; 
we've enough of him in school time." 

Everybody over boyhood was " old " so-and-so with 
Sanderson, so no wonder he thought himself almost a 
a man. 

It was Mr Dupuis, certainly. Who else would have 
let that cunning little trout nibble off the bait and 
leave the hook behind ; but it was all one to Mr 
Dupuis. His rod was hanging half in the water, the line 
entangled with weeds, and the fish, discerning how 
inoffensive a foe they had to contend with, were leap- 
ing about all round him, whilst he was deep in the 
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delights of some ancient Greek poem that was more 
to him than the finest fish the Thames could boast. 

If he got no fish by his craft, he^got what he valued 
much more, peace and uninterrupted quiet from his 
talkative fellow creatures. 

He never looked up as the boys passed by, tittering 
and remarking in low tones on his personal appearance. 

" Look at his hat at the back of his head, and look 
at his gig-lamps," said Jack. " Why don't the fellow 
learn he can't do two things at once ? " 

Jack had not learnt it himself, apparently, for in con- 
tinuing to row without minding his oars, whilst he was 
looking over his shoulder at Mr Dupuis, he missed his 
stroke, and fell backwards with his heels in the air, 
" catching a crab," and splashing so much water at the 
same time, that Frank roared with laughter, and even 
their absent-minded master looked up. 

" Ha ! ho ! " he said ; " bless my heart, Sanderson and 
Cameron ! Why, are you staying in this neighbour- 
hood ? So am V 

Frank explained, as Sanderson, feeling his dignity 
wounded, was inclined to be sulky, and Mr Dupuis, with 
a hasty nod of " good-bye," returned to his interrupted 
studies. 

'* I wish he hadn't recognised us," said Jack. " He's 
sharp enough when he isn't reading; one can't have 
any fun always pursued by masters." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

BREWING MISCHIEF. 

They were nearing Richmond Bridge now, and Frank 
proposed that they should land and go into the town 
for a spree. 

The town was full of bustle and excitement ; stands 
were erected in the gardens of the various hotels that 
faced the river, for the use of spectators at the coming 
regatta. 

Bills about the regatta were posted everjrwhere ; the 
shop windows were full of rosettes and ribbons for the 
opposition sides, and flags and decorations of all kinds 
were disposed about the streets. 

The boys had been into Richmond before, so they 
knew their way about, and having eaten an unlimited 
number of " maids of honour," and drank several bottles 
of ginger beer, felt hotter and more uncomfortable than 
ever. 

"Here, let's toss who pays. Cam," said Sanderson. 
" Heads win ; heads it is," he added, tossing and pocket- 
ing his coin so quickly that none but himself saw it. 

The young woman behind the counter took Frank's 
half-crown, and snapped out twopence change in such a 
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rapid manner that he was still looking at her in aston- 
ishment when he found business was concluded, and 
they left the shop. 

" How disgusting that ginger beer was. I'm thirstier 
than ever, Frank. Let's go and have some beer some- 
where." 

**rm not thirsty," answered Frank, "but I feel as if 
I couldn't walk another step ; wait till I unbutton my 
waistcoat, Jack ; how hot the sun is to be sure ; but if 
you want more you must pay for yourself, for IVe 
nothing but this twopence left now." 

" IVe nothing but the halfpenny I tossed. 'Twas a 
good job for me that I won," he answered. "We must 
go to some quiet inn ; these swag places charge such a 
lot." 

So they turned down a narrow bye-street and into a 
little inn, outside which a knot of men were standing. 

They were jockey-looking sort of men mostly, and 
they were talking of horses, and of one in particular 
that was to be raced to-morrow. Sanderson edged his 
way in amongst them, and Frank followed close behind. 

The place was very hot and nasty inside, and smelt 
sour from stale beer and tobacco ; the sun glared in 
through the crimson window blinds, and the only 
refreshing looking part of the whole concern were the 
rows of sparkling glasses ready to be filled with what- 
ever you might order. 

Jack and Frank each drank a glass of uncommonly 
small and sour beer, which helped to make them hotter 
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than before, but having come to the end of their money 
they could have no more, though they lingered to hear 
the talk of the men who were crowding up the place. 

"Twill be ever so much better than the regatta," 
said one ; " they say 'twill be the finest race between 
they two horses as has ever been. I shall go over for 
certain myself; I don't see much in a boat race." 

" Where's it going to be held ? " asked another. 

"Out by the common land beyond Teddington, a 
matter of four or five mile, maybe. I shall drive over 
in our bit of a trap ; but 'tisn't above a walk for any as 
like to go." 

Jack and Frank were pricking up their ears at this, 
and now the former nudged Frank and said : 

" It wouldn't be such a bad lark if we were to go to 
the races, too. I expect this regatta will be a very 
slow affair, especially as your aunt and uncle intend 
coming in with us." 

"Yes, but it's too hot to walk so far. Jack, and Uncle 
Fred would be sure to say * no.' " 

" Wait till he gets a chance ; I've no notion of asking 
him, my boy. Tell me, Frank, how much money have 
you at home } " 

" I've nothing left," Frank answered at first ; then 
remembering, he said, " except the ten shillings I put 
by towards my watch chain." 

" Oh, bother the watch chain, you can easily make 
that up again. I'll just enquire what they'd charge us 
for a trap to-morrow." 
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Frank didn't quite like the idea of sacrificing his ten 
shillings, so he said — 

" I think you ought to pay some, Jack; haven't you 
any money of your own at all ? " 

" I shall get ever so much next week," he answered, 
" and then Pll pay it all back if you like : Fd just as 
soon stand treat for this, as it is my proposal." 

And looking as if he was doing something very grand 
he entered the bar again. 

" What do you charge for a trap for the day } " he 
asked, " for me and another fellow to drive ourselves to 
the races to-morrow } " 

The barmaid looked at him rather superciliously, and 
not condescending to answer herself, called out '* ostler *' 
in a very unmelodious voice. 

On Sanderson repeating his question, the ostler 
answered — 

" Fifteen shillings, sir, dog-cart, and drive yourself, 
but if you want a driver to take care on you, that'll be 
five shillings more for him." 

"Take care of us," laughed Sanderson, "I'm old 
enough to take care of myself, I hope. No, my man," 
he continued patronizingly, " I always drive myself, but 
I should like to see what sort of animals you have, first." 

" All right, sir," answered the ostler, " I see you're used 
to this kind of thing ; come this way, sir, and I'll show 
you as tidy a little mare as you ever held ribbons to." 

He winked behind Jack's back to the barmaid, and 
led the boys to the stables. 
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The " tidy little mare " certainly did not deserve to 
be called " little/' in that she was about seventeen 
hands high, and bony as a camel, but perhaps she made 
up for that in tidiness. She put back her ears, and 
looked from the corner of her eye suspiciously at the 
boys, who tried to examine her in an experienced way. 

" Is she sound on her fore-legs ? " asked Jack, taking 
a puff at his pipe, and spitting very quickly to get the 
taste out. 

" Lor* bless you, as sound as I am," answered the 
man, who had knees like cannon balls, and ver>' bandy 
thin legs below them, so that he certainly did not com- 
promise himself by this statement. " You be used to 
driving I suppose, young gentleman ; sir, I should say," 
he added, " she's a clipper to go, but if you don't under- 
stand a horse, I wouldn't advise you to tackle her." 

" Oh dear yes," said Jack, " I've driven all my life." 
Which was true, in so far that he had driven occasionally 
ever since he was old enough, but as the principal part 
of his life had been spent at school, his experience was 
but small. 

" Couldn't you find us another one, a quieter one ? " 
asked Frank, who did not quite relish the idea of 
trusting himself entirely to Jack. 

" Haven't another disengaged," said the man, " most 
all our traps is secured for the races to-morrow. They'll 
be uncommon good to be sure." 

This settled the matter. 

" Well, look here," said Jack, " we'll give you half a 
sovereign for the use of the tra^. We shan't want it 
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all day, but will come here for it at eleven, and return 
it by five. Will that do ? " 

" Couldn't do it, sir. Master never lets any trap under 
twelve-and-six for half the day. Maybe he might con- 
sent to that if I was to do my best for you," he answered 
slily, hoping for a tip for his pains. 

After some whispering together the boys arranged 
that they would consider the matter settled, and would 
present themselves to-morrow at the appointed time. 

When they had left and were proceeding to the water 
to regain their boat, Frank said — 

" I don't see now how we are to manage it. Jack. If 
I get the money, how are we to avoid spending the day 
with aunt and uncle at the regatta ? " 

" Easily enough ; just you coax Aunt Ethel for a 
little pocket money this evening. She's sure to give 
you half-a-crown at least, but you must try for more if 
you can, as we shall want something to eat. Perhaps 
Herbert can lend you some ; he's one of your goody 
chaps who keeps a money box, I should think. As to 
getting away, why we shall miss them in the crowd, of 
course. The difficulty will be to keep together to-morrow, 
there'll be such a crush. We'll miss them, and won't 
find them again either," he said laughing, " till we walk 
in to dinner in the evening." 

Frank looked and felt uneasy ; he had not the cour- 
age to refuse to join in Sanderson's scheme, but he 
was afraid both of the plan itself and its possible con- 
sequences. 

The thought of the raw-boned mare who required to 
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be " tackled " discomposed him, though he was ashamed 
to acknowledge this to Jack, consequently he grew out 
of temper, and being secretly displeased with himself, 
was displeased at everything around him. 

" How beastly hot it is !" he said peevishly. " I hate 
summer weather like anything ! Here, Jack, you must 
pull back ; it's all against tide, and I'm done up." 

As Jack was anxious to keep him in good temper 
just now he acceded, and they pulled silently for a 
while. Then Frank spoke again. 

" I don't like the idea of asking Herbert for money. 
The poor little beggar has very few pleasures, and he 
wants his tin for himself as much as we do. If you 
can't get the money yourself, Jack, we'd best give up 
the idea of going." 

" Give up the idea ! What a baby you are ! You're 
always for jgiving up directly there's any difficulty. 
What a piece of work you make about nothing. Didn't 
I tell you I mean to stand treat for the whole affair } 
Of course I shall repay Herbert or you in a day or 
two. Considering the expense is all mine, I think 
you are very ungrateful about it !" 

Frank thought it was a very easy way of being at 
the expense of it; Jack had so often borrowed and 
forgotten to repay, that he did not build much upon 
this fine speech, but he gave up contesting the point, 
and like a weak-minded boy as he was, yielded to Jack's 
persuasions, and before the day was over, had borrowed 
five shillings from his cousin. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

OLD SCENES. 

Though Mr Everard's kindness helped greatly to 
lighten the weight of Hugh's trouble, yet the want of 
boys' companionship, and the false position in which he 
was placed made the time pass slowly, and he found it 
hard to be always cheerful. 

There were many days when Mr Everard was 
engaged from home, and many hours of each day 
when he was perforce alone, or reduced to the society 
.of Jim. 

They took lessons from each other in their respective 
accomplishments, and when these were over, would 
have long talks on subjects not often discussed by boys 
of their years ; for Jim's mind had grown fast, in pro- 
portion as his body had remained undeveloped. 

One day, after they had been more than usually 
confidential, Jim remarked — 

" If you won't be offended. Master Cameron, I should 
like to know how it came about that you, as think so 
much about right and wrong, should have gone and 
done what's kept you here this summer.?" 

Hugh was puzzled what to answer for a minute ; at 
last he said — 
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** Jim, you and I both hate anything like meanness, 
so I'm sure I can trust you in what Fm going to say. 
I certainly did wrong to leave school that night, but I 
wasn't quite so bad as Mr Everard thinks ; but I can't 
tell him how it happened, so I'm just obliged to make 
the best of it." 

" I see," answered Jim ; " I can make a pretty good 
guess at some of it. You may be sure I won't say a 
word to any one, but it seems hard, don't it t Things 
seem so hard sometimes in this world. The good they 
goes to the wall, and the bad they sit atop of 'em, and 
sometimes I get quite tired of it, and feel as if it would 
pay better to be wicked." 

" Yes, it does," answered Hugh ; " that's what I 
wonder at often, Jim. Why does God let the people 
who try to be good get the worst of it } " 

It was more than either of them could answer, and 
Hugh resolved that at some future time he would ask 
Mr Everard the same question. 

He was often allowed to accompany him in his 
country walks or fishing excursions, and would some- 
times go with him to the old church and stay for a 
length of time listening to his playing on the organ. 

Mr Everard was a very good musician, and Hugh, 
who was unusually sensitive to music, would sit listening 
and dreaming, and trying to unravel all the mysteries 
that perplexed his young brain, quite forgetful of time, 
and place, and everything but the glorious swelling 
tones of the organ, and his own fancies. 
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It was on one of those days when the music had 
brought back to his mind his talk with Jim, that he 
said abruptly to Mr Everard, as they were leaving the 
church together : 

" Mr Everard, Jim and I were wondering the other 
day why God lets people find it so hard to do right. 
He cotild make it easier to them if He liked, I sup- 
pose ?" 

" Hugh," answered Mr Everard, " in the old days 
when the Christian martyrs were torn to pieces by wild 
beasts for the faith they clung to to the last, do you think 
it was because there was no God to rescue or to pity 
them ? Depend upon it, He does not like to seek His 
children suffer, but in suffering they conquer, and those 
who fight so hard against the difficulties around them 
are, no doubt, as great martyrs in His sight as the 
early Christians who took so bravely a cruel death." 

" But it never seems to be over," said Hugh. ** As 
fast as one difficulty is conquered another springs up. 
Is it like that with grown-up people ? Must it always 
go on ? " 

" It must always go on, more or less, this side the 
grave, Hugh. We have sin, the world, and the devil 
round us always, and must wear our armour to the last. 
Our mortal nature will stick to us *till we wake up 
after His likeness ; * but I don't imagine that the care- 
less have such a very happy time of it, though they 
often seem to get on best in worldly things ; but no 
pleasure, no success, will make up for an unquiet con- 
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science, which will trouble them sooner or later. But 
what makes you think about this to-day? To what 
are you reverting ? " 

Hugh had of course been thinking of his unmerited 
punishment He had received a letter from Mr Manners 
some time back, and one this morning from Frank, 
telling of the enjoyment they were having on the 
river. 

It was a selfish little scrawl of a letter, full of caddish 
expressions, which were evident echoes of Sanderson. 

So Hugh didn't answer Mr Everard, and the latter, 
not wishing to force his confidence, the subject was 
dropped. 

Uncle Fred's letter had run thus : — 

" My Dear Hugh, — Your aunt and I received Mr 
Everard's letter concerning you, with great pain. I 
agree with him in the justice of the punishment he 
has imposed upon you. I can only hope that it may 
be of lasting benefit to you, and that we shall be able 
to give you a deservedly hearty welcome at Christ- 
mas. — Your affectionate uncle, 

" Frederick Manners." 

It was not an unkind letter — on the whole not so 
bad as Hugh had expected — but it expressed no desire 
to hear from him in return, and he felt himself shut 
out from communicating with any of them for the 
present. 
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He was yawning over a rather dull book one fore- 
noon, having employed his morning in the garden, 
rooting out every perceptible weed, and raking each 
flower-bed into perfect neatness, when he heard Mr 
Everard calling him. 

" Cameron, I find I have to go to Compton Mcigna 
this afternoon. Would you like to drive there with 
me.?" 

Hugh's heart leapt, half with pleasure, half with pain 
at the thought. He had not been there since his father's 
death ; he had not even seen the stone placed to his 
memory. He had often longed to go, yet now he 
dreaded it ; still he answered — 

" Thank you, sir, I should like it ; at least, I should 
not like to stay away." 

" I shall start in half-an-hour," said Mr Everard. " If 
Jim is anywhere about, you can tell him he can have 
the back seat ; a drive will do him good, poor lad. Come 
in and get some lunch as soon as you can." 

Mr Everard's dog-cart might have been called the town 
dog-cart. He lent it to others far more than he used it 
himself, and picked up any queer-looking people who 
seemed to want a lift. 

Sometimes he might be seen with a decrepit old 
man by his side, who otherwise would not have seen 
more than the dusty road outside his cottage from year 
to year. Sometimes he would drive miles out of his 
way to help some small tradesman, who could keep no 
cart, on his weary journey ; and had driven through the 
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town once with the fat old washerwoman and her 
basket of linen, over which he had found her panting 
at the bottom of the hill. 

So though Jim's corduroys and poor mis-shapen 
figure made him anything but a dapper-looking groom, 
he was put up behind, and they drove off. 

" Are you going to pay any visits, sir ? " asked Hugh. 
' I needn't go with you into the houses, need I ? '* 

•' Not if you particularly wish otherwise, but what will 
you do with yourself in the meanwhile ? " 

"I have several places I should like to go to," 
answered Hugh gravely. " I should like to go to the 
churchyard, and — home," he said, meaning, of course, 
the house where he had lived with his father, and 
which was still *' home " in his own mind. 

"Very well," said Mr Everard. "I will look you up 
in an hour's time. We will put up the dog-cart at the 
' Coach and Horses,' and we can meet again there." 

They had spent some time on the road, for the 
cunning horse, knowing his master's weak point, took 
good care not to knock himself up by over-exertion, 
and made a point of stopping at the bottom of each 
hill as a gentle hint to those inside to get out and walk 
up it 

Hugh's ^y^^ were all round him at once as they 
approached the little town. It was so little changed, 
it seemed incredible that he had been away. There was 
the old turnpike man in the same sealskin hat he had 
wprn, summer and winter, for so many years. Here 
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was the travelling hardware man, with his basket of 
crockery poised upon his head, toiling along, unable to 
move sufficiently to wipe the perspiration from his face. 
He looked sideways at them as they passed, but Hugh 
knew he could not set his burden down unless he met 
some fellow-creature to help him, or he would have 
thrown him a sixpence for old times' sake. 

"Poor old chap!" he said sympathisingly, "he's 
walked about the country like that for years. What a 
life it must be ! " 

The man was going in an opposite direction, or no 
doubt Mr Everard would have transferred him and his 
basket of pottery to the dog-cart. As it was, they were 
obliged to pass on their way. 

As soon as Hugh found himself alone, he went at 
once in the direction of his old home. The house 
had not been taken by the Doctor who succeeded Dr 
Cameron, but had been purchased by a retired tea- 
dealer, and Hugh felt angry and jealous, as if the place 
still belonged to him, when he saw the alterations which 
had been made by the new occupant 

"Why, theyVe cut down half the shrubbery," he 
thought, indignantly, " and the lilacs father planted ; 
and what on earth have they done to the verandah ? " 

The verandah, which ran round two sides of the 
house, and used in their time to be covered with noisette 
roses, had been stripped of all creepers, and rebuilt in a 
sort of pagoda style, painted in stripes of green and 
white, with gilt knobs at the top, and plaster casts on 
pedestals placed at intervals underneath it. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Old Scenes, 117 



A lady in a very shiny silk dress, which showed two 
colours as she moved, and with bunches of black curls 
fastened with combs, on either side of her face, was on 
the lawn, and by her side was what is generally called 
a "comfortable" looking gentleman; but he looked 
very uncomfortable this warm day, and had laid aside 
his coat, and was strolling about in his shirt sleeves. 

It looked so unlike the dear old home that Hugh 
turned away in pain. It was hard to see it so changed, 
but perhaps it would have been harder still to see it 
as he remembered it. 

So he took his way sadly to the churchyard. He had 
put it off to the last, dreading it, but he need not have 
done so. It soothed and quieted him to stand there in 
God's ground, in proportion as his visit to his former 
home had irritated and incensed him. 

There were none here to watch him, and nothing to 
jar upon his feelings. There was the grave-stone 
chosen by himself, of the flat white cross lying upon 
granite. 

The soft warm air was full of the noise of bees and 
summer insects feeding on the flowers which grew all 
round, and the long grass was gently undulating with 
the westerly wind. 

Hugh sat there a long time — he sat there thinking 
and praying. Then he took one of the roses that were 
blooming on the bush placed at the head of the grave, 
and, looking round first with boyish dread of being seen 
to do anything romantic, stooped and kissed the stone 
which covered his dead father's body, and came away. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

JACK TAKES HIS OWN WAY. 

It would have been a happy thing for Sanderson and 
Frank had Herbert been less obliging, or had the 
weather proved unpropitious for the morrow's trip. As 
it was, the sun could not have shone more brightly, or 
the air been more delightfully balmy, than the day 
brought with it. 

Mr Manners had engaged a waggonette to convey 
them to Richmond, as the children were also to be of 
the party, and the river would be so crowded as to be 
scarcely safe. 

" Couldn't Frank and I pull up by water, sir } " asked 
Jack, thinking this would enable them to slip off more 
easily. 

" Why should you do so ? " enquired Uncle Fred ; 
" there is plenty of room for all in the carriage, and I 
should not feel comfortable in trusting you two alone 
on such a day as this. No, we must keep together. 
There will be all sorts of rough people about, and we 
might not be able to find one another if we parted*" 

Then Uncle Fred employed them in packing a 
hamper for luncheon, which they were to take out of 
doors. The excursion was chiefly on the children's 
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account, who looked upon the pic-nic part of it as the 
best of the .whole. 

" Such a childish affair," began Jack, when they were 
alone. " Fancy being stewed up all day with a lot of 
Kids, and having to wipe their sticky mouths and 
fingers. No, thank you." 

" I daresay it will be jolly enough," returned Frank. 
" We shall have a capital view of the regatta, and it will 
be ever so much cooler than on the race-course." 

But Sanderson pooh-poohed all Frank^s remon- 
strances, and laughed at his fears ; and as he dreaded 
nothing so much as ridicule, he gave up contesting the 
point. 

As they got near Richmond the road was very 
crowded, carriages and vehicles of every description 
were hurrying on, and the clouds of dust raised by the 
traffic were blinding. 

The children were so excited that they helped to 
make everybody hotter by constantly changing places, 
so as to get, as they thought, a better view. 

" It will be all right in a few minutes when we get 
out of this dust," said Aunt EtheL " Sit still, Georgie, 
we are going into a meadow soon, then you can get out 
and pick buttercups, and be as restless as you like.*' 

And when they reached the cool shady meadow it 
was a great relief to all. Poor Aunt Ethel had borne 
the worst of it, as in addition to holding Maud on her 
lap, she had held Georgie in safety for the last half mile, 
as he would insist upon standing up on the seat, and 
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had given her sunshade to Herbert, fearing the heat 
would be too much for him. 

Uncle Fred was on the box with the driver, and Jack 
and Frank were too selfish and preoccupied to help her. 

" My dear, how flushed you are," said Mr Manners. 
" You don't seem to have enjoyed your drive." 

Aunt Ethel laughed a little. 

" I shall b^ all right soon,*' she said, " especially if 
you'll open one of the baskets and given me something 
to drink." 

Sanderson, who was waiting his chance, said 
readily — 

" Let us run and bring you a bottle of lemonade, Mrs 
Manners ; I know a shop where they keep first-rate 
stufr." 

" Oh, no," she said ; " it is very kind of you, Jack, 
but there is plenty here. You may undo that basket, 
if you will, and get out a bottle.'' 

This was not exactly the way in which Jack had 
meant to wait upon Mrs Manners, but he was obliged 
to be useful now whether he liked it or no. 

There were a great number of people in the meadow 
arranging themselves something after the same manner, 
but it was quiet by comparison with the other side of 
the river where the town lay. 

To watch the people on the water was incessant 
amusement. It was wonderful to see so many boats 
of all shapes and sizes crowding so closely without 
accidents. 
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Not quite, though. Just now as they are admiring a 
bright little pleasure boat filled with young men and 
girls, it is suddenly run into by a larger craft, and in a 
minute, without any warning save a shrill shriek from 
one of its occupants, it is down, doused so completely 
under water, that the marvel seems that boats ever fulfil 
their purpose, if it is so easy to capsize them. 

Three or four boatmen, waiting about apparently in 
readiness for such emergencies, row at once to the spot, 
and almost as soon as the unfortunate party are im- 
mersed, they are rescued and placed in safety. 

" How dreadful ! " said Aunt Ethel, who had been 
looking on. "Are they all up yet — ^will they all re- 
cover, do you think ? " 

" Yes ; they were scarcely in the water before they 
were out again. I don't suppose they can be seriously 
injured. See ! there is the girl who wore the mass of 
plaits on her head." 

The poor girl was gasping and wringing out the 
water from her hair which now fell to her waist. 

Seeing Mr and Mrs Manners so intently engaged, 
Jack twitched Frank's sleeve, and they slipped quietly 
away from the field undiscovered, until some five 
minutes after, when Aunt Ethel exclaimed — 

" Why, Jack and Frank are not here. They must have 
run across the bridge to see the result of the accident. 
They were here when the boat went down.'* 

" How foolish of them," said Mr Manners. *^ They'll 
have a long hot run for nothing, for by the time they 
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get to the other side of the river, the people will be 
tucked up in bed somewhere. They know their way 
back, that's one thing, and will be pretty sure to be 
here at feeding time." 

In the meanwhile the two boys were scampering as if 
pursued by evil spirits into the town. 

They were indeed pursued, both of them ; Frank by 
an unquiet mind, and Jack by the consciousness that he 
had managed clumsily, and would have some difficulty 
in accounting to Mr Manners for their sudden dis- 
appearance. 

But the determination not to be overcome by 
obstacles was strong within him ; a power that might 
have made a great man of him if he had only suffered 
it to lead him to right-doing, instead of wrong. 

" Now then. Piccaninny, pluck up your heart and 
come along," he said to Frank. " Which street is this 
we are in ? Oh, I see, there's the bun shop ; and this 
IS the turning we go down to the 'Cat and Fiddle,' 
isn't it ? All right, here we are." 

The ostler had not apparently relied much upon their 
promise to return, as the trap was not in readiness, 
though they were past time; but on their producing 
the twelve and sixpence, which was required to be paid 
in advance, he got the mare in harness, whilst Jack and 
Frank refreshed themselves at the bar. 

They drank a great deal more beer than was good 
for them. Jack had ordered bitter ale, and it was 
strong stuff, and heady, especially after their hot race 
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in the sun. Then Jack brought out his pocket-flask 
and had it filled with brandy. 

" We can get things to eat down there, Frank, we 
needn't burden ourselves with more than this." 

The beer had got into Frank's head, and he felt 
excited, and was less afraid of the mare than he had 
been before ; and the trap being now ready, they pre- 
pared to take their seats. 

"Which is the road, ostler," demanded Sanderson. 
'* I don't know my way about here." 

" You just keep ahind that gentleman, sir, till you're 
clear of the town. He goes as far as the Teddington 
turning — then you keep to the road straight ahead till 
you get to Teddington, when anyone will tell you the 
way to the race-course. Hold the reins lightly, and 
give her her head a bit, and she'll go like a bird. 
Wo-ho, my lamb ! " he said, giving the mare a parting 
pat as he let her go. 

The Iamb gave two or three bounds, which nearly 
threw Frank out of the cart, then settled into a swing- 
ing trot, shaking her head and keeping back her ears, 
in anything but a lamb-like manner. The ostler stood 
on the curb-stone for half a minute watching them, then 
saying to himself — 

" If he don't bear a lighter hand on the reins, there'll 
be mischief," he shook his head ominously, and returned 
to his stables. 

After a few minutes they lost sight of the gentleman 
indicated by the ostler, who happened to be a butcher 
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in a blouse and apron, taking his meat into the country, 
and they found themselves swinging along the Ted- 
dington road, with nothing to interrupt their course. 

The race to which they were bound was in fact but a 
very trumpery affair, got up by a few jockeys, and 
would be attended only by a like set of people. 
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The ostler stood on the curb-stone for half a minute watchmg them. 

The freedom, the exhilaration of driving so fast 
through the air, — for the mare was certainly the 
" clipper " described, — and the amount of beer Jack had 
drunk, made him in uproarious spirits. 
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On Frank the effect of the beer was transient ; he 
felt now heavy and dull, and his nervousness returned 
in greater force than ever. 

" Do take care, Jack ; don't let her dash down hill 
like that. Look at that horrible place further on ; sup- 
posing she were to dash over ! " 

" Supposing she were to jump over the moon ! " replied 
he ; " don't be such a ninny, Frank ; here, take a tip of 
Cognac to keep you up." 

And taking a long pull at the flask himself, he 
handed it to Frank, who was too frightened to follow 
his example. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE CONSEQUENCES. 

They had travelled some distance along the road by 
this time, and had met no one lately of whom to 
enquire their way; possibly they had diverged from 
the right road, for the country through which they were 
passing was wild and lonely. 

The place to which Frank alluded was a sudden slip 
or ravine on one side of the road, of some five-and- 
twenty or thirty feet in depth; there was a lane cut 
beneath it which branched off in another direction, and 
the high road, as you often see in country places, was 
unprotected by any pailing save the rotten remains of 
one or two posts, which had been put up when the 
alterations were first made. 

" A nasty place by night if one didn't know the way," 
remarked Jack; "but the road is wide enough for 
half-a-dozen such traps as this in broad daylight. 
Hold on tight. The ground is level now. Fm going 
to put her through her paces, and see what she can do.*' 

And excited by the spirits he had drunk, Jack 
gathered up the reins, and " let in to her," as he called 
it, with the whip, intending to drive over the ground 
in fine style. 
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"The mare reared wildly, aiid in another moment the carriage, boys, and herself 
fell in a confused heap into the ravine below." 

Page 127. 
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The mare, who was vicious, and good for nothing 
save her strength and speed, plunged from one side to 
the other at this unusual treatment, and Sanderson, who 
imagined he would conquer her by punishment, pulled 
and flogged, regardless of Frank's screams and en- 
treaties. 

At last the angiy brute, after bounding and kicking, 
and doing all she could to rid herself of her burden, 
set off at full speed, and galloped madly along the road. 

Frank in an agony of fear clutched at the reins in 
hopes of helping Sanderson, who turned upon him 
angrily. 

" Don't be such a fool, Frank ! leave go, will you, and 
let me manage the brute myself" 

But the boy was too frightened to listen to common 
sense, and pulled more furiously than ever at the rein 
he had secured. 

They were close on the edge of the ravine now. 
The mare, checked in her course, backed, then reared 
wildly, and in another moment the carriage, boys, and 
herself fell in a confused heap into the ravine below. 

It was the last piece of mischief the poor mare was 
destined to work. She rolled over as she fell on the 
uneven ground, and broke her neck by her own weight, 
and after a few convulsive kicks and groans lay motion- 
less. 

A ghastly sight, had there been any to witness it ! 
The distorted body of the poor brute, whose eyes 
seemed starting from her head even though dead, 
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with her tongue, which she had bitten in the agonies of 
death, protruding from her mouth — ^the carriage, broken 
short off the shafts, and with one wheel off, was lying 
on its side, and the ground around was covered with 
the debris of smashed lamp-glasses, and splinters from 
all parts of the trap. 

Frank's light weight had operated so far in his 
favour, when the carriage toppled over, as to throw 
him a considerable distance on to the grassy roadside, 
where he lay unconscious, stunned by the violence of 
the blow as he touched the ground. 

He had hit his temple against a large stone, and the 
blood, which was trickling down his face, made it look 
livid in its paleness. 

But Jack ! surely if he is alive yet, life cannot hold 
on long in such a condition. With his legs twisted, and 
the whole weight of the mare lying upon them, little 
could be seen of him but the upper part of his body, 
and his ghastly face turned up to the sky. 

There they both lay, at present insensible to pain, or 
time, as hour after hour passed by, and none saw or 
came to their succour. If anyone travelled along the 
upper road they did not happen to walk that side, and 
look down, and the lower pathway was but a grass 
grown lane, used solely for carts and waggons going 
backwards and forwards to the fields. 

Poor Jack, if he could have foreseen in the sunny 
morning of that beautiful day what his thoughtless folly 
would bring him to ere night, how thankfully he would 
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have accepted the dullest day, and the company of the 
smallest babies in exchange. 

As the hours wore on, and twilight set in, a faint 
groan escaped occasionally from him, but he did not 
open his eyes, or speak ; and in this pitiful condition 
they both lay till the evening dew fell heavily upon 
them, and the quiet stars began to lighten up the sky. 
• • . • • • 

Mr and Mrs Manners were annoyed at first at the 
protracted absence of the boys ; then as dinner time 
passed by, Mr Manners got angry, and said to his wife — 

"There's something very suspicious to me in the 
sudden flight of those two boys : it is quite impossible 
they don't know their way back here. They have been 
several times in the town, and along the banks of the 
river, and could easily have found us if they chose." 

"Very likely they have forgotten how the time is 
passing," said Aunt Ethel kindly. " Perhaps they are so 
taken up with the fun in the town that they have never 
looked at the clock." 

" The truth is," answered Uncle Fred, " that I don't 
feel much confidence in Jack Sanderson ; he is not an 
openly bad boy, whose faults you can see at once, but 
he is so deep that I never know how to take him. I 
remember now that he seemed very anxious to make 
off with Frank twice to-day, but I did not suspect any- 
thing at the time." 

" Then don't suspect him now, dear," answered Aunt 
Ethel, " at any rate till it is proved against him. I 

I 
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can't think Frank would fall in with any underhand 
trick of that sort, even if Jack would, which I should 
be sorrow to believe." 

" Tm sure I don't know," said Mr Manners ; " boys 
learn so much harm from one another at school. How 
highly both we and Mr Everard thought of Hugh, 
remember ; and yet he has proved himself quite un- 
trustworthy." 

It was very vexing, but Aunt Ethel tried to make the 
best of it, being sorry that their day of pleasure should 
be spoiled, so she said, cheerfully — 

"Well, at any rate, let's have our dinner now. If 
they come in late, they will be well served by having 
only the remains." 

So she and the children set about unpacking the 
hampers, and arranging the luncheon. And if Mr and 
Mrs Manners felt too fidgetty to do full justice to it, the 
children performed their part very creditably. 

But as the bright day drew to a close, and the boat 
races were over, and the heat was giving place to a 
delightful evening breeze, there were still no signs of 
Jack and Frank. 

Mrs Manners got really alarmed now. " Can they 
possibly have been so foolish as to have been 
tempted to try the water," she thought ; but she said 
nothing at first to Uncle Fred, fearing to frighten him 
unnecessarily. 

The scene they had witnessed in the morning re- 
curred perpetually to her. She could see the little 
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boat sinking like a stone dropped into the water, and a 
horror lest Jack and Frank might have met with such 
an accident, without such timely aid as the pleasure 
party had received, took possession of her. 

When it became time to put to the horses for their 
return home she could refrain no longer from expressing 
her fears to Mr Manners. 

" It is not likely at all, my dear," he answered. ^* I 
know they have neither of them any money left. 
Frank asked me for some to * lend to Jack,* he said 
yesterday, but I told him he had spent his last much 
too fast, and gave him no more. So you needn't make 
yourself uneasy on that score." 

Herbert, who was listening to the conversation, said — 
"Frank had five shillings. Father; I lent it to him 
yesterday." 

" Did he ask you for it } " demanded Mr Manners. 

" Yes," answered Herbert reluctantly, " but only for 
two or three days, father ; he promised to repay me 
soon." 

Mr Manners gave a sigh of impatience, as if he felt 
the guardianship of his nephews too much for him. 

" I must put you in the carriage," he said, " and see 
you all off, and I will stay behind and look them up. 
The town is quieter now; depend upon it I shall soon 
meet with them, and we will walk home together." 

"Yes, do stay," replied Aunt Ethel, nervously, "and 
enquire of the boatmen if they know anything of them. 
I shall be so fidgetty till you get back; somehow I 
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can't get rid of the idea that they have met with some 
accident/' 

Uncle Fred laughed at her, and tried to reassure her. 

" You'd best get back then," he said, " if youVe made 
up your mind to receive them half drowned, and get 
blankets and hot water ready. Depend upon it the 
only warming they will want will be a good flogging 
apiece for frightening you so. YouVe been over-tired 
and over-excited to-day, and are nervous." 

Then he packed them all carefully into the carriage, 
and, after seeing them start, turned into the town to 
trace if possible his tiresome charges. 

But of course all his search was in vain — no one had 
heard or seen anything of two such young gentlemen 
at the landing quay, nor at the various pastry-cooks 
and principal shops at which Uncle Fred enquired, and 
after walking about for an hour or two he was obliged 
to return late in the evening, hoping that after all he 
should find they had got home before him, being unable 
to find their way back to the meadow they had occupied. 

But Mrs Manners met him on the door-step as he 
was about to enter with the anxious question, " Alone, 
Frederick } Have you heard nothing of them ? " 

And his heart sank also with apprehension when he 
found they had not returned at this late hour. 

It was between eight and nine o'clock now, but 
Uncle Fred set off at once to return to Richmond, to 
give information of their loss at the police station, and 
to desire that a thorough search might be set on foot 
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The inspector took down every detail concerning 
them. 

" It shall be seen to as far as possible at once, sir ; 
but I fear it is too late to do much to-night. There is 
no moon at present, and it would be impossible to drag 
the river till daylight." 

" God forbid it should be as bad as that," rejoined Mr 
Manners ; " surely any river accident would be known 
of immediately ? " 

The inspector looked doubtful, 

" If you'd lived as long by the water as I have, sir, 
you'd think as I do. Accidents happen every week ; 
and on such a day as this has been, it seems the only 
way to account for their disappearance." 

So with a heavy heart and a weary body, Uncle Fred 
began once more to retrace his steps homewards. 
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AWAKENING. 



All through that weary summer night of pain, Jack, 
who had returned to consciousness soon after we left 
him, lay staring up into the dark blue sky, illuminated 
with its thousand stars, which returned his gaze so 
peacefully and serenely, that they seemed to him to 
mock his agony. 

He lay there, in mortal pain, unable to move more 
than his head and hands, unable to cry aloud for help, 
and unable to turn sufficiently even to see where Frank 
might be. He called him feebly several times, but the 
boy, who was suffering from concussion of the brain, 
was still lying motionless, just as he had fallen, and 
insensible to all around him. 

Jack could remember all now ; gradually there came 
back to him all the occurrences of the day, and not of 
this day only, but of many such days of wrong and 
folly. There, as he lay dying, as he thought, crushed 
and mangled, and suffering as he could not have im- 
agined human nature could suffer, and yet retain con- 
sciousness, all his past wrong-doing rose up before him 
in its blackest colours. 
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"God have mercy upon me!'* he groaned, and I 
think it was the first real prayer Jack had sent up for 
many a year. " God have mercy upon me ! Is Frank's 
blood on my head also ?" 

Then he thought of his mother, who had been so 
disappointed at his electing to pass his holidays away 
from home. That kind indulgent mother, who had 
always been with him in former times of sickness. 
What would he not have given now to have her by 
him, before he died out here alone in the darkness ! 

That dear old mother! how good and gentle she 
had always been 1 and how often he had repulsed her 
affection, and how he must have wounded her, he felt 
now in full force. Oh ! if he could but kiss her once, 
and ask her to forgive him ! 

And Hugh! how he had hated Hugh, and only 
because he was better than himself. Why, even now 
Hugh was suffering for his wrong-doing, and till to-night 
he had never felt one twinge of remorse for his share in 
that business. 

Frank, too ! he would, have .been as readily led to 
good by his brother, as he had been to evil by himself. 
What had he worked there but sin ? Surely the faults 
of Frank would be visited on him ! 

" Woe unto that man by whom the offence cometh." 

" It were better for him that a millstone were hanged 
about his neck, and that he were drowned in the depth 
of the sea." 

And as Jack remembered these and similar words 
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referring to God's anger against those who lead others 
astray, he covered his face with his hands and shuddered, 
as if he heard God's voice speaking to him ; and he 
trembled as if he were in the actual presence of the 
Creator of the glorious firmament which surrounded 
him. Yes, assuredly God the Father was there, reveal- 
ing Himself in all His majesty ; assuredly the Spirit 
of God was there, speaking to Jack in the still small 
voice of ' his awakened conscience ; assuredly the 
merciful Son of God was there, ready to intercede for 
him at the first indication of his sorrow. 

But at present, Jack could feel only the terrible 
realization of his own wickedness. He thought of 
David's words — 

" Mine iniquities are gone over my head as an heavy 
burden, they are too heavy for me." 

And in remorse of mind and fearful bodily pain, 
he continued till morning broke, and God, who was his 
Father still, however unworthy His child might be, 
sent help to him in his extremity. 
• •••»••. 

On the morning following the regatta day, Mr Dupuis 
rose before sunrise for the purpose of taking a long 
country walk, of which he was very fond. He was a 
great entomologist as well as botanist, and had found 
by experience that when the sun had but just risen, 
and the dew was fresh upon every blade of grass, all 
the insects were making the most of the restored light 
to find breakfasts for themselves and their families, 
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and many were the specimens of fat bodied beetles 
and fearfully hairy spiders secured by him on these 
occasions. 

In the oldest and most disreputable suit of clothes, 
with a battered Jim Crow hat covered with a pugrie, 
set on the back of his head, his large spectacles glisten- 
ing in the bright morning sun, and a specimen box for 
both plants and insects strapped across his shoulders, 
Mr Dupuis certainly was an object to excite remark. 

At a first glance it would have been difficult to say 
what was his calling. Judging from his coat and box, 
he might have been a travelling pedlar, but that he 
looked every inch a gentleman through it all. 

Probably the general opinion would have been that 
he was an escaped lunatic, had there been anyone near 
to speculate upon him, but the early hour and the lone- 
liness of the country he chose for his rambles, saved 
him from much criticism. 

He was strolling quietly along the road, with his 
hands crossed behind his back, peering first on one 
side, and then on the other into the hedgerows, and 
stopping now and then to inhale the pure, sweet morn- 
ing air. He had just done this, and been in imminent 
danger of swallowing a large spider at the same time, 
having broken with his nose the delicate web the 
creature was spinning across the road, when he heard 
a noise which attracted, and brought him as it were to 
life again. 

There was no man more practical or to be relied on 
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than Mr Dupuis when roused from the abstraction of 
his studies, and now as he heard, or fancied he heard, 
the strange noise again, he walked rapidly forward to 
the place from whence the sound appeared to come. 

There was no mistake about it — there it was again — 
a long, weary groan of intense suffering. Mr Dupuis 
set off running towards the little ravine he could now 
see on the further side of the road, thereby so shaking 
up his specimens that he broke a bird's egg never 
before met with by him, and knocked off some of the 
legs of his best cockchafer. 

When he reached the spot and saw at a glance the 
fearful accident which had occurred, he swung himself 
over the side, holding by one hand to the post above, 
and scrambled down the bank easily enough. 

But shocked as he was at the terrible sight, he was 
more than ever shocked when he recognised the faces 
of Jack Sanderson and Frank Cameron. 

Jack opened his eyes languidly — ^he was too weak to 
be surprised at seeing Mr Dupuis. That gentleman did 
not waste time in asking any unnecessary questions as 
to the cause of the accident. He knelt down by Jack, 
and taking a small flask of sherry from his pocket, 
poured some of it down the lad*s throat 

It was impossible for him to attempt to release him 
from his imprisonment alone, so he passed to Frank, 
and seeing there was nothing to be done for him but to 
place him in a more comfortable position in the shade, 
he returned and said — 
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" Jack, I must find help at once. I will not be gone 
a minute longer than is necessary." 

Then he unwound the pugrie from his hat, and 
arranged it so as to shade the poor bo/s head and face 
from the sun, which was getting powerful, and leaving 
the encumbrance of his specimen box behind him, ran 
as hard as he could towards the nearest habitation he 
could espy. 

This happened to be a cottage attached to a water- 
mill, which at present was not working. The house 
was inhabited though, as he could see smoke issuing 
from the chimney. When he rushed in out of breath 
with running, not waiting for the ceremony of knock- 
ing at the door, the inhabitants, who were getting their 
breakfast, stared at him as one daft. 

" I want help at once," he said. " There has been a 
fearful carriage accident near here. Who is in the 
house who can assist me by fetching a doctor and a 
conveyance from Richmond ? " 

A young woman, who was frying bacon and potatoes, 
answered — 

"There's no man about the place but my Jim, sir, 
and he's abed with the rheumatick, worse luck. There's 
the children and me,— could we do anything to help 
you.?" 

" Can this lad take a note } " he asked, pointing to 
the biggest of the lot, who was staring at him. And 
he hastily tore a leaf from his pocket-book, and wrote in 
pencil to a well-known surgeon in town, begging him to 
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attend and bring all necessary help with him. *' If he 
runs off at once and delivers it properly, he shall have 
half-a-crown for his pains." 

" Get your cap, Bill, and be off," said his mother, and 
the boy, who was little more than a child, but intelligent 
enough, spurred on by the reward, which seemed to 
him a fortune, left his half-finished breakfast and was 
off on his errand immediately. 

There was nothing more that Mr Dupuis could do 
but return at once to the scene of misery, whither the 
kind-hearted young woman accompanied hini, carrying 
some water and lending what assistance she could. 

" ril just run home," she said, " and tell my Jim 
where I be going, and then Til cross over to Farmer 
Stones — 'tis but three-parts of a mile from here across 
the fields. He*d be able to send some men over to 
help at once." 

Mr Dupuis agreeing with her in this, she turned 
homewards on her charitable errand. 

Then he sat down by Jack's side, able to do little 
but pity him. He had borrowed an umbrella from the 
cottage, which he held so as to shade Jack from the 
sun, and he gave him water as he asked for it, and 
kept off the flies which the dead body of the horse 
attracted. But the time passed very slowly, though in 
reality it was in less than an hour's time that he heard 
the sound of approaching wheels, and to his relief 
recognised the doctor's carriage, with little Bill packed 
in by his side. 
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Almost at the same moment BilFs mother was seen 
coming from the opposite direction, with three or four 
farming men accompanying her, 

Mr Dupuis went to meet the doctor. 

" God knows if anything can be done," he said in a 
low voice. ** It is a fearful case, but they must be got 
home somehow." 

" You have secured help, I see," answered Dr Coles. 
" That is well. The carriage to convey them back is 
now on the road here." 

Then he proceeded at once to the patients, and 
having spoken to and examined them as far as possible, 
said gently to Jack — 

" You will not suffer so much shortly, but you must 
be brave for a. few minutes whilst the men remove this 
dead brute from off you." 

And the doctor had to keep down a sigh that was 
nearly escaping him, when he thought how much he 
could wish that it was not so evident that Jack's pain 
was nearly over. 

Jack, who, with all his faults, never wanted pluck, 
said faintly — 

" Never mind me, get the brute off, and carry me 
back, if possible." 

Then he closed his eyes and set his teeth, determined 
to endure, whilst the men, with ropes and their united 
strength, dragged the mare's body from his poor 
crushed limbs. 
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THE TELEGRAM. 

Dr Coles poured some stimulant down Jack's throat, 
who heaved a deep sigh of relief as the weight of the 
mare's carcase was removed from him. Then the 
doctor proceeded to examine his body, handling him 
with extreme care. But Jack either bore it with 
remarkable fortitude, or else he was surely not so badly 
hurt as was at first supposed. 

" Both legs broken } " enquired Mr Dupuis, anxiously, 
taking the doctor on one side. 

"No, neither," he replied, curtly; "but I cannot 
ascertain the extent of the injury here. We must get 
them back at once. If you will call up the carriage I 
ordered to take them home, I will, I think, accompany 
them myself. Someone ought to go to their friends to 
prepare them for their reception." 

" I will do so," replied Mr Dupuis, " if you will let 
your man drive me there." 

Then he went to Jack to learn from him Mr Manners* 
address. And raised in the strong arms of the men who 
had come over to assist, the two boys were laid on the 
hospital carriage, kept on purpose for such emergencies. 
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Jack looked at Frank, whom he now saw for the first 
time, and closed his eyes with a groan, at the confirma- 
tion, as he supposed, of his fears. He took him to be 
dead, as indeed he looked, and he felt as if he were his 
murderer. 

But Jack bore being lifted up and placed by his side 
almost as quietly as the poor insensible boy. As the 
doctor had told him, his pain was fast subsiding. He 
had suffered enough indeed during the last twenty-four 
hours, and, excepting for a dull, heavy aching in his 
back, was comparatively at ease now. 

And so, with many halts on the road, as the doctor 
considered necessary to recruit their strength, they pro- 
ceeded slowly towards Mr Manners' cottage. 

As Mr Dupuis was being whirled along by the 
doctor's groom, he met three or four policemen going 
in the opposite direction, who stopped him to make 
inquiries. They were men sent by the inspector in 
search of the boys, of whom they had gained tidings 
that morning from the owner of the missing dog-cart 
and mare ; but as Jack in his excitement had taken a 
wrong turning, and had deviated far from the Tedding- 
ton Road, some time had been lost, from the search 
having been so far prosecuted in a wrong direction. 

In the meantime, Mr and Mrs Manners had been 
passing a night of great anxiety. They had not taken 
off their clothes to go to bed, but sat up, hoping against 
hope that every hour might see the wanderers return ; 
and as soon as it was daylight, Uncle Fred had returned 
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to the Police Station, and had been ever since per- 
sonally helping in the search. Aunt Ethel was there- 
fore alone when Mr Dupuis drove up, and on seeing a 
stranger, guessed in a minute what was his errand, and 
went into the garden to meet him. 

As he raised his hat and asked for Mr Manners, she 
answered — 

" He is not here ; he is helping to look for our lost 
boys. If you come on their account, please tell me all 
you know. I am Frank's aunt." 

Mr Dupuis was half afraid to tell her all until he 
saw how quiet and calm she was, and she said — 

" You need not be afraid to tell me. I must know it 
sooner or later. Are they dead } " 

" No," he answered, " they are not dead, thank God, 
but they have met with a severe accident. Dr Coles 
has seen to them, and is bringing them home. I have 
come on in advance to beg you to have bedrooms pre- 
pared for them against their arrival.'* 

Aunt Ethel was very white, and she held by one 
hand to the porch pillar, but she answered firmly and 
without tears — 

" It shall be seen to at once ; please come in and sit 
down whilst I give orders." 

And in a quarter of an hour she returned to Mr 
Dupuis, and learnt from him all particulars, as far at 
least as he could give them — ^for, of course, he knew 
nothing of the origin of the affair ; but she heard of the 
fearful condition in which they both lay ; and though 
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she felt sick and faint at the idea of meeting them, she 
did not speak of it, but kept back her tears and her 
trouble till she could be of no further use. 

And then she took care of poor Mr Dupuis, who had 
had so much running about and excitement, that he 
greatly needed some refreshment ; and as they sat to- 
gether waiting for the arrival of the carriage, he told her 
of his connection with the school, and previous know- 
ledge of the boys. 

Soon after they saw the carriage coming gently along, 
followed by a troop of children and idle people, who 
could with difficulty be kept out of the garden ; but 
they locked the gates upon them, and admitted only 
those who came from kindness, and not from curiosity. 

Luckily for Aunt Ethel, Uncle Fred had met and re- 
turned with them, and his presence helped her to re- 
ceive them with composure. 

But it was hard work ! To look at Jack's poor 
pinched face that looked ten years older than when they 
had parted yesterday ; and to see Frank, who had been 
the embodiment of fun and nonsense, lying as motion- 
less as if already dead ! 

They poured a little wine down Jack's throat, and 
then he and Frank were carried up stairs, and laid in 
the cool darkened rooms prepared for them ; and after 
a little rest, Dr Coles, who was still in the house, re- 
visited them, with a view of ascertaining the amount of 
mischief done. 

He was but a very short time upstairs, and returned 

K 
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with a grave face to Mr and Mrs Manners, who were 
expecting him. 

" It is as I feared," he said, " with regard to young 
Sanderson. His injuries are so great that he will never 
walk again." 

" What do you mean ? " asked Aunt Ethel, in horror. 
" You do not mean that you will have to amputate his 
legs, do you } " 

" No," he answered. ** I hope and trust not ; the in- 
\\xrY is to the spine. The lower limbs are paralyzed, 
and, I fear, without hope of improvement." 

Aunt Ethel turned very sick, and laid her head on 
the cool mantel-piece. 

" And about my nephew } " asked Uncle Fred ; '* is 
there any hope of his recovery ? " 

" It is difficult to say as yet. He is suffering from 
severe concussion of the brain ; but I hope, as he has 
youth and health in his favour, he may yet do well. I 
have given every direction with regard to their treat- 
ment, and must leave now, but I will come back again 
as early as I can this evening." 

And then, with a few words of sympathy to them, he 
said " Good-bye," and left them alone. 

Poor Aunt Ethel put down her head and had her cry 
out now ; but she did not indulge her grief very long, 
for there was plenty to be done, as you may suppose. 

" We must let Hugh know of this, said Uncle Fred. 
** Frank's condition is so uncertain, that Hugh ought to 
come here at once. I will send the gardener to Rich- 
mond to telegraph to Mr Everard," 
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But Mr Dupuis, who was about to leave, took this 
upon himself, and throughout the painful busy time 
that followed, he was ever ready to help them by every 
means in his power, and Aunt Ethel learnt to look for 
his daily visit as one of the bright spots in the melan- 
choly hours of nursing. 

At the very time that his brother lay in momentary 
danger of death, Hugh had been passing a particularly 
happy moniing with Mr Everard and Jim, helping to 
build a fernery in the little copse which adjoined the 
garden. 

They had done the most part of the work with their 
own hands, and had this morning been planting the 
ferns and rock plants, which they had taken many 
excursions in search of. It looked so cool and refresh- 
ing now that it was completed, with the graceful boughs 
of the bright green larches waving over their heads, and 
the moist earth smelling so healthful, as Hugh gave the 
ferns their final can of water, that he was unwilling to go 
in, and, as Mr Everard suggested, scrub himself well 
before dinner. 

^ Your face is almost as grimy as your hands, Hugh," 
he said, laughing, as he placed his hand under the boy's 
chin and turned up his rosy, sunburnt face, which was 
enriched in colour on the tip of his nose, and wherever 
Hugh had touched it with his dirty fingers, with streaks 
of mould. 

They were still looking at, and admiring their work, 
when Lucy, the good-natured housemaid, came running 
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to Mr Everard with a large yellow envelope in her 
hand. 

" Telegram for you, please sir," she said, looking very 

much as if she would have liked to know what was inside. 

Mr Everard took it from her and opened it quietly, 

and as soon as he began to read, turned his back on 

Hugh and walked a little away. 

Somehow, Hugh felt in a moment that the telegram 
concerned him, and he followed Mr Everard, and said 
anxiously : 

" Is it anything for me, sir t Is it about Frank ? " 
Mr Everard stopped and laid his hand on Hugh's 
shoulder. 

" It is for you, my boy. Try to be brave and calm, 
Hugh. Frank has met with an accident, and your uncle 
wishes you to go there at once." 

He made as light of it as he could, wishing to break 
the news gradually, but Mr Dupuis' telegram ran thus : 
"Cameron to come here immediately. Frank has 
met with an accident, and niay not live many hours." 

" May I see it, sir ? *' Hugh asked, stretching out his 
hand for the paper, and on Mr Everard's still keeping 
it back, he exclaimed — 

" He is dead, I know he is dead, or you would let me 
read it for myself." 

Then Mr Everard let him have it, and as he read, the 
colour and the sunburn seemed all to die out of poor 
Hugh's face at once, leaving only a deathly pallor and 
the streaks of mud behind. 
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He stood for a minute under the shady larch trees 
almost as if stunned ; he did not feel the least inclined 
to cry, nor indeed could he realise that he was feeling 
anything. The shock was very great to him, poor child, 
but his power of feeling came back all too soon, as he 
found afterwards ; and in future years he never smelt the 
peculiar fresh odour the earth gives when watered in 
warm weather, or caught sight of the shadows thrown 
by larch boughs, but the vision of a Urge yellow 
envelope, and the sickly feeling of that sudden check 
to his happiness, crossed his mind simultaneously. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

SUSPENSE. 

Mr Everard, who had been consulting the train time- 
table, came up to Hugh and said, "It is not possible 
for you to get to Richmond to-night ; there is no train 
from here till half-past three, but you must start by 
that for London, and get on by the earliest train 
to-morrow morning. Come with me and we will see 
to packing your portmanteau. 

Hugh obeyed mechanically, and collected what he 
would require, and followed Mr Everard about as if in 
a dream. 

Then they sat down to dinner, but the smell of the 
hot meat was so repugnant to Hugh, that Mr Everard 
did not urge him to eat, but desired Jenkins to pack up 
a basket of food and wine. 

Hugh was looking idly out of window at nothing in 
particular, only wishing that the clock would go faster, 
and that he might start on his way to his brother, 
when he felt something soft and warm steal round his 
neck, and nestle under his chin. It was poor little 
Frisky, Frank's mouse, whom Hugh in his abstraction 
had forgotten to feed at dinner time. 
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As he took the little thing in his hand, and it looked 
at him with its bright wistful eyes, he fancied he saw in 
them a compassion for himself, and the tears, which 
would not come before, broke forth at the sight of the 
innocent little animal. 

No doubt Frisky's appealing look rose really from 
pity for himself for being dinnerless, but there is some- 
thing in the mute affection of brute beasts in our hours 
of sorrow, that is very touching, and as Hugh sobbed 
and cried and wetted poor little Frisky*s white coat, he 
felt relieved and stronger for the work before him. 

"What shall I do with Frisky, sir, whilst I am 
away?" asked Hugh, who was making up to the little 
creature for his past neglect. 

" I think you had best leave him with Lucy, Hugh, 
she is very fond of pets ; and I am afraid he would not 
be exactly to Mrs Jenkin's mind," he replied. " Go and 
arrange about it now, and be quick, my boy, for the 
time is nearly up." 

When Mr Everard and Hugh had walked to the 
station, the latter was surprised to see his master take 
tickets for both of them. 

"Are you going to London also, sir?" he asked 
eagerly. 

" Yes," answered Mr Everard. ** You don't think I 
would leave you to take so melancholy a journey alone ? " 

Hugh only pressed his hand for answer, but he felt 
his kindness very deeply. 

It was a melancholy journey at the best, though Mr 
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Everard tried to while away the time by talking to the 
boy on subjects he knew he was fond of. They were 
alone in the carriage for some considerable part of the 
way, and after Mr Everard had induced Hugh to take 
a little wine and some bread and meat, he said to him — 

" Hugh, dear boy, I know I do not need to tell you to 
Whom to look for comfort ; if your very worst forebod- 
ings come to pass, remember that you have * a friend that 
sticketh closer than a brother ; ' but until your fears are 
confirmed, don't lose hope that it may not be so bad 
as you think. It is very difficult to hope, I know, in the 
face of such bad tidings ; but it is our duty to trust in 
God's mercy, and to look for an answer to our prayers, 
however hard it may be." 

Hugh's lips were quivering and the tears running 
down his face as he averted his head and looked out of 
the window, without seeing anything. It was as hard 
to him to keep back his tears now, as it had been to 
shed them a few hours back, and he had a schoolboy's 
shame of crying before others. 

When he could command his voice, he placed his 
hand in Mr Everard's, and said feelingly — 

" You are so very kind to me, sir ; I wish I could do 
anything in return for it. You are as good to me as my 
own father could have been, had he been living." 

" I am glad to be able to comfort you a little, Hugh," 
Mr Everard answered. " You have grown very dear to 
me during our short knowledge of one another. You 
must try and trust me always as a friend." 
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Shortly after more people entered the carriage, and 
Mr Everard joining in the conversation with them, 
Hugh was left alone to his own sad reflections. 

Outwardly he was alone, but the Master, of whom 
he was such a faithful little servant, was with him, and 
though sad, he was not miserable. He felt the precious- 
ness of the Brotherhood that death can never sever ; he 
felt the support of the Divine Friend who had sent him 
this trial ; he could trust Him through everything, and 
felt strong enough to go through all, leaning on that 
Sacred Breast. 

It was late when they reached London, past eight 
o'clock, as theirs had been a slow train, so that by the 
time they had reached their hotel and dined, it was 
bed-time for Hugh; and he was so weary from the 
events of the day, as to be glad to retire. 

Mr Everard, with his usual kind thoughtfulness, had 
ordered a double-bedded room, not wishing to leave 
Hugh alone at night, lest his sorrow might make him 
sleepless ; but when he followed him upstairs an hour 
or two later, he found the child worn out with fatigue, 
sleeping soundly and peacefully; and regardless of the 
rattle of the London streets, he continued in that God- 
given rest till morning. 

" I wonder what makes me love this boy so much," 
thought Mr Everard, as he stood over his little bed 
watching him in his sleep ; " I have had other frank, 
manly boys, with equally fine dispositions, under my 
care, but they have never won my heart as this lad has. 
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It must be, I think, his evident love for me. Strange 
that the boy should like me so much, for I have not 
spared him, poor child." 

Most probably it was so. Hugh's affectionate nature 
had never resented in the smallest way the deprivation 
of pleasure Mr Everard had inflicted on him for his 
supposed transgression. It had made no difference in 
his love for, and his manner to his master, and the 
cheerful way in which he had accepted his punishment, 
and the confidence he so evidently felt in Mr Everard, 
were very winning. 

By the earliest train that left on the following morn- 
ing, Hugh started for Richmond. 

Mr Everard did not accompany him any further, but 
he saw him into his carriage, and said at parting — 

" God bless you, Hugh. Do not forget to telegraph 
to me as soon as you can, how you find your brother. 
I shall remain in town for the present, and if you or he 
wish to see me, remember I will come down directly." 

In a very short time the remainder of Hugh's journey 
was completed, and he was driving along the dusty 
country road to his uncle's house. 

How nervously he looked up at the windows as he 
entered the little garden. Thank God ! the blinds were 
not drawn down. His greatest fear had been that he 
might not be in time to see Frank yet alive. He had 
quite made up his mind that the time had come for 
them to part ; but oh ! how he longed to see him and to 
hear his voice once more before he went ! 
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The hall door was standing open, and dear Aunt 
Ethel waiting to receive him as he sprang out, and she 
answered the question in his eyes before he could 
speak. 

" He is alive, dear," she whispered, kissing him fondly, 
*• and we have better hope than we had yesterday." 

Hugh tried to speak and answer her ; his lips parted 
and closed again, but no words came. 

Aunt Ethel took him into the drawing-room, and 
told him some of the particulars of which he had heard 
nothing. Frank had partially recovered consciousness 
during the night, but was still in such a precarious state 
as necessitated the most perfect quiet, consequently 
Hugh could not be allowed to see him at present, nor 
indeed was his name to be even mentioned in his 
presence. 

Mrs Sanderson was also in the house ; she had arrived 
yesterday evening on receipt of the news of her boy's 
danger, and was now with poor Jack, who lay free from 
pain, but feeling so fearfully weak and shattered, that 
he himself believed he was dying. 

"It's no use Dr Coles saying otherwise, mother, I 
must be the best judge," he said to her. " I do not feel 
as if I should last many hours ; and a good thing for 
everyone connected with me too. Pve done harm 
enough, God knows, so far, without living to bring more 
trouble on you all. Why I have lost all feeling in my 
feet and legs; I believe I am dead so far already," 
placing his hand on his hip as he spoke. 
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Mrs Sanderson was a fair, frightened looking little 
woman, without much strength of either mind or body, 
but she was the fondest and most loving of mothers, 
and cried bitterly as she sat by her boy's side. She 
had been told by Dr Coles of the nature of Jack's 
injury, but she had not courage to communicate it to 
him. 

" Don't fret so, mother dear/* Jack went on, " I am 
very thankful, and it is much more than I deserve that 
I can die free from pain, and with you by my side. I 
never thought to see you again the night before last. 
How long ago it seems — it might be a week since I 
lay out there in the starlight, expecting every minute 
to be my last ! How I longed to see you, mother, and 
ask you to forgive me all the pain I've caused you. 
You have forgiven me, haven't you } " he added, though 
he heed not to have put the question, as he looked in 
the loving yearning face, bent so tenderly over him. 

"Oh Jack," she said, "how can you ask me.? If 
you have ever given me pain it has been through my 
own foolish incompetent way of training you ; but you 
have given me much more happiness than aught else, 
dear boy, and if I lose you, I lose all earth holds for me." 

Jack was an only child, and his father holding a 
Government appointment in India, where Mrs Sander- 
son's health would not allow her to be with him, he had 
seen his father but at rare intervals when on leave, and 
had been left almost entirely to the guardianship of his 
mother. 
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*' How is Frank now ? " he asked after a pause. He 
had heard last night that he had been mistaken in his 
conclusion that Frank was dead, and the knowledge 
had removed a great load of misery from his mind. 

" He is about the same, I believe," she answered ; 
**his brother arrived from school a little while ago — 
the one who was kept back, you know, for being so 
naughty." 

Jack gave a deep sigh. 

" I am glad he is come," he said, " I shall be glad to 
see him once again. Mother, ask Dr Coles when he 
comes this evening if I may do so." 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

JACK TELLS THE TRUTH. 

On hearing from Mrs Sanderson of Jack's wish, Hugh 
proceeded to his room in the twilight of that evening. 
Jack's system had received so severe a shock that it 
^_ ^ was still quite un- 

certain whether 
he would have 
I power to rally 
from it, and as 
his desire to see 
Hugh was strong, 
Dr Coles thought 
it better to gratify 
^ his wish, than to 



distress and ex- 
\ cite him by re- 

fusal. 

Hugh was so 
^ — ^^\ full of pity for 

poor Sanderson 
when they met again, that all remembrance of the 
personal grievance between them was utterly forgotten 
by him at the time. 
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"Well, Cameron," said Jack bitterly, **youVe got 
your revenge, you see, without trying for it. I think 
youVe had the best of it after all. Perhaps if we had 
all returned together, I might have smashed you up, 
as I have myself and poor Frank there. The laugh 
is on your side now." 

" Don't talk like that. Jack, please don't," said Hugh, 
" I can't believe you think so ill of me. I'm just as 
sorry to see you so hurt, as you would be for me." 

"I know that, old fellow," answered Sanderson. 
•* You mustn't mind my nasty way of speaking. I am 
very glad you are come. I want to tell your people 
before I — go," he said with an effort, "the whole 
truth of that affair last term, and if I have not time to 
do so, for Dr Coles will not let me see any one else 
to-day, you must do it for me, remember." 

" It is not worth while, dear Jack, indeed," urged 
Hugh ; " it is all over now, and I assure you it has 
been nothing to what I expected. Don't trouble your- 
self about it any more, there's a good fellow." 

" But Jack was not to be put off so easily, and when 
Hugh saw how opposition annoyed him and brought 
the hectic colour into his cheeks, he agreed that if Jack 
should be unable to explain matters himself, he would 
do so at any rate to his Uncle and Mr Everard. 

They sat in silence for a few minutes after this, for Jack 
was exhausted by the effort of talking, and Hugh would 
have left him, had he not begged him to stay yet a while. 

" I have more to say to you — in a few minutes," he 
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said, in his poor, weak voice. "I shan't have many 
opportunities of asking a favour of you. Don't go yet, 
Cameron, please." 

What could Hugh do but comply, so he sat patiently 
by his side, waiting until Sanderson should speak again. 

" Now I can go on," he said presently. " Cameron, 
I want so much, if possible, to see Mr Everard. My 
mind is so confused and troubled just now. I have so 
many thoughts and doubts all crowding in upon me at 
once, that I want some one to help me to arrange and 
solve them. I used to laugh at Everard in days gone 
by ; God forgive me, but it was partly because I saw 
how good he was, and I was jealous of him. I think I 
could talk to him, and I know he would answer me 
faithfully. Do you think, Cameron, that should I last 
long enough he would come here to see me ?" 

" I know he would," answered Hugh. " He is in 
London now, and his last words to me were, that if 
wanted he would come here at once." 

"Thank God," said Jack; ** arrange it for me, will 
you } What a great comfort you are to me, Hugh." 

Then he closed his eyes and fell into a troubled sleep, 
and Mrs Sanderson returning shortly to her post of 
watching, Hugh crept out of the room. 

He was allowed to go to Frank's room now. The 
poor boy was still wandering, but much of his incoherent 
talk was addressed to his brother, and he seemed so 
impressed with the idea, that Hugh was with him, that 
it was thought his actual presence would do no harm. 
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Though Hugh had been prepared by Aunt Ethel to 
find Frank much changed, he was inexpressibly shocked 
at first sight of his brother. His face looked so drawn 
and small to what it had been when last he saw him. 
This was owing partly to his hair having been all cut 
off, and his head being covered with bandages steeped 
in cooling lotions ; the room was darkened with a green 
blind, which cast a deathly shade upon his face, and he 
lay on his back with his thin arm outstretched, and his 
delicate white hand picking feebly at something he 
fancied he saw in the air. 

Hugh could hardly bear to look at him thus, but by 
a strong effort he controlled himself, and took Frank's 
other hand and kissed it. 

He turned his eyes, which looked unnaturally large, 
upon his brother, but evidently did not know him. 

"Spiders," he said, "there are such lots of spiders, 
Hugh." 

Then he rolled his head restlessly from side to side 
of the pillow, and called out — 

" More to the right, Jack, more to the right, or she'll 
be over." 

He was rehearsing the fearful moment of their acci- 
dent, but his thoughts wandered next minute to other 
things. 

" Poor Hugh," he sighed. " Where did you leave him 
Jack } we lost him somewhere." 

Again he seemed to fancy himself in his old home, and 
addressed Uncle Fred, who was sitting near, as his father. 

L 
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" It wasn't Hugh's fault, you know, dad. I told you 
all about it, didn't I ? Everard never caught us though, 
and Hugh never split upon us, poor dear old boy ! " 

It was very terrible to hear him, especially to Hugh 
who had never seen anything of delirium before. 
Frank would doze now and then for a few minutes, 
and then wake with a scared startled look in his eyes, 
and try to sit up in bed, and sink back with a sigh 
from weakness. 

Once he attempted to sing a few lines of a song, and 
the quavering notes, all out of tune, were very painful 
to listen to. Then he began part of a prayer they had 
used in their childhood, but stopped suddenly, and 
said : 

" I've forgotten them all ! You say it, Hughie." 

It was a true word spoken unwittingly; poor Frank 
had forgotten his prayers for many weeks lately. 

Hugh begged to be allowed to pass the night with 
him, and as Uncle Fred was anxious that Aunt Ethel 
should get some rest, he consented to the request, say- 
ing that he would himself stay and share his watch. 




Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER XXIII. 



RESTORED. 



About daybreak on the following morning, as Hugh 
was sitting close by the side of Frank's bed, resting his 
own poor weary little head on an unoccupied pillow, 
Frank, who had remained in an unbroken sleep for the 
last few hours, opened his eyes and looked fixedly at 
him. 

Hugh returned his gaze as calmly as he could, fear 
ing even to speak, lest he should drive away the 
restored reason he believed he could detect. 

Frank looked hard at him for another second, then a 
quiet smile of content flickered for a moment over his 
wan face, and tightening his hold on Hugh's hand, he 
murmured : 

" Dear Hughie, darling old boy," and as if too ex- 
hausted to keep his eyes open any longer, sank back to 
sleep again immediately. 

Hugh dared not stir, even to wipe away the tears of 
joy that ran down his face and wetted the pillow on 
which he lay, but he was too thankful and grateful to 
God for His merciful answer to his prayers, to mind 
discomfort, and though cramped by the position he had 
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assumed, he continued immovable till the sun was high 
in the sky, and Frank woke again, fearfully weak indeed, 
but rational, and by God's blessing, likely to do well 

And now Hugh, whom Uncle Fred insisted should 
leave his post for a while, and get some breakfast and 
fresh air, with a thankful and light heart left his brother's 
side. 

How changed all seemed from yesterday; though 
his body was tired, and his eyes heavy from watching 
and anxiety, he felt so happy that he longed to sing. 
There was no room in the house where he was likely to 
be quiet and undisturbed for long during the daytime, 
so after he had bathed and changed his clothes, he ran 
into the garden, and there, in the little summer house 
which overlooked the lovely river, he knelt and thanked 
God for all His goodness. 

How clearly he could feel the Fatherhood of God at 
this moment ! That loving Father to Whose will he had 
tried to bow. Whom he had striven to trust, and Who 
now had given him back what he loved most on earth. 

He had no more fear now — he dreaded no relapse or 
other evil. God would not have answered his prayers 
only to retake His gift ; and with a heart as full of joy 
as if his brother were entirely restored to health, Hugh 
returned to the house, where he found breakfast ready, 
and Uncle Fred and Aunt Ethel waiting, for the first 
time, to take some with him. 

" Frank is asleep again, Hugh, in a sound and heahhy 
sleep," said Aunt Ethel, as she kissed him. 



Digitized by 



Google 



Restored. 165 



Uncle Fred, too, put his arm round him and gave him 
a congratulatory hug. The few words spoken by Frank 
in his delirium had not been lost upon Mr Manners, 
though he had apparently taken no notice of them. 

"I have received a letter from Mr Everard this 
morning, Hugh," he said, "telling me, in answer to 
your telegram, that he will be at Richmond by the 
eleven o'clock train, and come on here at once. It will 
do you good to go in and meet him, don*t you think so } 
We must not let Frank talk much for some days to 
come, so the less you two are together for^a bit the 
better." 

Of course Hugh liked this plan. When did he not like 
anything that threw him into Mr Everard's company } 

" I will start at once, uncle. It is a quarter to ten 
now, and I should enjoy a good walk this morning.*' 
And hastily finishing his third plate of ham, for he had 
found his appetite again now, he ran off to get ready. 

What a delightful morning it was to him as he walked 
along the rather uninteresting high road to Richmond. 

"How lovely the country is," he thought, as he 
peeped into the hedges, which had as much dust as ver- 
dure on them just now. " I hope I shall always live in 
the country; and how well that jolly little bird is 
singing." 

It was only a yellow hammer wheezing out its mono- 
tonous cry of " a little more bread and che-eese " ; but it 
sounded lovely to the boy, whose heart was swelling 
with gratitude. 
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The train had arrived when he reached the station, 
and he caught sight of Mr Everard just about to hail a 
cab. 

When Mr Everard felt his coat pulled, and turning 
round saw the beaming face of his little friend, he said, 
as he shook hands heartily — 

"Why, Hugh ! I did not expect to be met. I can see 
by your face that Frank is better, is he not } " 

** Yes, sir," answered Hugh. " He is out of danger, or 
I should not be here. Are you going to drive, or shall 
we go by water > We can go by the river all the way, 
if you like." 

"Then by river by all means," said Mr Everard. 
" I feel rather smoke-dried from being in London, and 
have not had a pull on the river for years." And con- 
signing his portmanteau to a porter, they proceeded to 
the wharf 

As they were going, they encountered Mr Dupuis, 
who gladly joined them. 

" I think we can dispense with a boatman, Dupuis," 
said Mr Everard. " Hugh shall steer, and we will each 
take an oar. It is years since I rowed, but I was very 
fond of it in my Oxford days." 

Mr Dupuis' leisure had all been devoted to mental 
acquirements, but he was quite ready to do his best, 
and continued to do something or other with the oar, 
which he imagined to be rowing, until they reached 
their journey's end ; but I think if it had not been for 
Mr Everard's clean, straight strokes, which cut the water 



Digitized by 



Google 



Restored. 167 



and sent the boat rapidly on her way, that they would 
not have arrived that night. 

" Hard work, very," said Mr Dupuis, stopping to mop 
the perspiration from his face. " How do you manage 
to keep so cool t " 

Mr Everard was looking quite comfortable in his 
white shirt and waistcoat. 

" Let me take both oars, Dupuis," he said, laughing. 
" Fm more used to it, and it doesn't take so much out 
of me." 

But Mr Dupuis would not consent to this, but follow- 
ing Mr Everard's example, stripped off his coat, which 
he hung over the side of the boat, and found on his 
arrival, with the sleeves wet to the elbows. 

Mr Manners and Mr Everard had met before, but 
he had to be introduced to Aunt Ethel and Mrs San- 
derson; and it was not until after their early dinner 
that Jack, who had been informed that Mr Everard had 
arrived, was ready to receive him. 

Poor Jack's proud spirit was very broken now, by 
contrition for the past, and weakness of body. He held 
out his hand to Mr Everard when he entered the room, 
but he could not command his voice to speak ; and Mr 
Everard, appearing not to notice his agitation, said 
kindly — 

"How are you feeling to-day, Sanderson.? a little 
stronger, are you not } Dr Coles seems to think so, 
though no doubt you must be suffering terribly still 
from weakness. I know something of that feeling, for 
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I lay many days as reduced as you are in my boy- 
hood." 

" Did you, sir," answered Jack, who had had time to 
recover himself. " I am very bad, worse I think than 
those about me believe. It is very kind of you to come 
and see me, for I don't deserve it, as you will acknow- 
ledge, when you hear all I have to tell you." 

" If we none of us got but what we deserve, Jack, we 
should be badly off, both in this world and the next,*' 
replied Mr Everard. " I am very glad to be able to be 
of any use to you, and now try and tell me a little of 
what it is you have to say." 

'* I daresay it will not be much news to you after all, 
sir," said Jack sadly. " I believe you suspected there 
was something behind, at the time of Cameron's being 
discovered out at night.*' 

And then Jack went on to tell his own share in the 
business ; he made very light of Frank's part, saying, 
what was the truth, that it was owing to his own 
example and persuasion that Frank had been induced 
to accompany him, and that he had ever since been de- 
sirous of taking the blame, had not Jack held him to his 
promise previously made. 

Mr Everard listened very quietly, he did not add to 
the weight of Sanderson's trouble by one expression of 
horror at his conduct. He knew that the boy's con- 
science was condeming him sufficiently without that, 
but when Jack had finished his story, he said gravely 
and kindly — 
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** I am very glad you have told me, Jack. To * con- 
fess one's faults one to another' is a plain duty, only it 
must not end there, we must confess them to God also, 
must we not ? " 

Mr Everard felt that he was treading on very delicate 
ground. He had never yet seen in Sanderson any 
evidence of religion, and he feared for the answer he 
might receive, but he could not in very faithfulness lose 
this opportunity of speaking to the possibly dying boy. 
He was not prepared for the grief which his words 
called forth. 

"Ah, that is just it, sir; that is where I want you to 
help me : I am so miserable when I think of all my 
past life ! It has not been only in the case I told you 
of; I have deceived you in fifty ways when you never 
suspected me. I was one of the worst when Watson 
was found out. I have wronged my mother, and you, 
and Hugh, and Frank, and everyone I came in contact 
with, and God has been so merciful to me after all ! If 
He had let me die that fearful night when I lay in 
agony of mind and body, it would have been but what 
I deserved ; but He did not ; He brought help to me, 
and has let me see my mother once more, and He has 
spared Frank's life, which otherwise would have been 
on my head, and has given me time to make my peace 
with Hugh and with yourself, and yet I have neglected 
Him for years. Until these last few days I have never 
prayed in earnest since I was a little child. I have 
laughed at religion and those who valued it, and now 
when I would gladly turn to Him, I am afraid." 
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"And tell me why you are afraid, Jack," said Mr 
Everard gently. 

" It is too late ; He must be sick and tired of me by 
this time, I think," the boy replied. 

" Has your mother yet got sick and tired of you ? " 
asked Mr Everard ; " you have tried her all your life, you 
tell me, and she has but a human heart, but her love 
and pity for you are as strong as ever. God might well 
indeed get sick and tired of us all, but His love is 
stronger than that of any earthly father or mother ever 
given to man. If you will only believe and accept His 
love, depend upon it, it is yours already." 

" It has always seemed to me such a farce," replied 
the boy, " for people to go their own way all their lives, 
and turn religious at the last minute on their deathbeds. 
I have never believed in it in others, and how can I 
resort to it myself.?" 

"I grant that many deathbed repentances are un- 
satisfactory," answered his master, " but we ought not 
to take upon ourselves to determine that any are 
insincere or unavailing. There is no limit to the power 
of Christ's atoning blood. And as we know by our 
Blessed Lord's words to the penitent thief. He will 
forgive even at the eleventh hour. Don't think so 
much of yourself. Jack ; think of Jesus who died for 
you, and is now drawing you by His Holy Spirit to 
trust in Him." 

" I do think of Him," said Jack, crying bitterly as 
did Peter when Christ looked at him ; " it is when I 
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think of how I have treated Him that I am so miser- 
able/' 

" Then tell Him so, dear Jack," answered Mr Everard, 
tenderly. '* Take all your contrition and trouble to the 
foot of His Cross and lay it before Him. He is only 
waiting for you to do so, to give you pardon and 
peace." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

PEACE. 

And though the peace that Mr Everard spoke of did 
not come to Jack immediately, it did come in all its 
fulness before long. He and Mr Everard had many 
more talks together as Jack's strength would bear it ; 
and after a few days had elapsed, and it was time for 
Mr Everard to return home, he took upon himself the 
painful task of informing Jack of his probably hopeless 
condition for life. He would gladly have avoided this 
duty, but Mrs Sanderson felt unequal to undertake 
it, and Mr Everard never spared himself if he could 
thereby spare others. 

So on the morning of the day of his departure, as he 
was sitting by Jack's side, who was thanking him grate- 
fully for all the help he had given him, Mr Everard 
said — 

"Before we part, Jack, there is one thing I must say 
to you." 

"Anything you like, sir," answered he. "I am sure 
you have earned the right to say what you will to me. 
I believe that it will be the last time we shall talk to- 
gether in this world. I do not recover strength at all, 
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I am sure I am sinking, though not so fast, as I at first 
thought." 

" And you are quite content to live or die, as God 
may ordain, Jack ? " 

" I am more than content to die," he replied ; " as to 
living, my thoughts have never turned that way at all." 

" It is of that I want to speak,** said Mr Everard. 
" Supposing that it should be God's will that you should 
yet remain on earth, disabled as you are, my poor boy, 
can you be content to serve Him in the way He sees 
best.?" 

" As I am ? " asked Jack, opening his eyes in wonder \ 
" always as I am now, helpless and useless ? ** 

" You need not be useless. Jack. God finds a use for 
all His children ; neither is it impossible that your con- 
dition may be slightly improved ; but it is more than 
probable that you are likely to live, though not likely 
to recover your former strength. Try to bear it, Sander- 
son, as God's child should." 

Jack covered his face as he strove to realise the fact. 
Not to die yet ! He had grown to long to leave this 
world, and see at once the face of that dear Redeemer 
he had learned to love so lately. Not to die ! but to 
linger on in weakness and in sinfulness, a burden to 
himself and all around him ! It was a great trial of 
Jack's faith and trust in God's mercy. It was so easy 
to die forgiven, and surrounded by all his earthly friends, 
and in the first fervour of his conversion, and reconcilia- 
tion to his God. It was so hard to resign this idea, and 
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take up his daily cross of suffering, and linger on, he 
knew not for how long, battling against his own evil 
nature, and striving to be contented against loss of 
health and strength ! 

Mr Everard could guess the struggle which was going 
on in his pupil's heart, and he sat silently by until it 
should be over, praying earnestly that the lad might 
have help given him to bear it like a true soldier of 
Christ. 

Presently Jack asked — " What is it then, sir, this feel- 
ing I have thought was death ; is it paralysis ? " 

" It is, Jack ; it is paralysis of the lower part of the 
body. You will gain strength after a while, so as to 
make life more enjoyable, but there is no hope that you 
will ever walk again in this life, my dear boy.*' 

" I will try to bear it," answered Sanderson. " I will 
try to be content and cheerful, but oh ! dear Mr 
Everard, it is such a disappointment." 

" I am sure it is," he answered with emotion ; " but if 
you try to bear it. Jack, Jesus will help you, and will 
make the burden light. He will not keep you suffering 
one minute longer than He sees necessary ; you can 
glorify Him as well, and better perhaps, by patient 
endurance of His will, than by the most triumphant 
deathbed ever yet witnessed; You need not look for- 
ward to months or years of imprisonment. Pray for 
grace sufficient for each day as it comes, and trust the 
future with Him, to take or leave you, as He sees best." 

And when after a while, when Mr Everard had taken 
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leave of and left Jack, Mrs Sanderson came fearfully 
into the room, dreading the grief she expected to see 
in her son's face, he opened his arms to her, and said 
smiling — 

" So, mother, were you afraid to see me ? You must 
put up with your poor shattered boy a little longer, it 
seems ; but I do not fear that you will tire of me ! " 

He forced a cheerfulness he could not feel as yet, for 
her sake. The pluck which Jack had always possessed 
was being used to a good purpose now. 

And though I do not pretend that he was always 
cheerful, and a perfect character from henceforward, 
yet cheerfulness for the most part was his characteristic. 
And if he did relapse into peevishness or unthankful- 
ful thoughts, it was never without deep sorrow for it 
afterwards. 

As time passed on, and his mind was more at ease, 
his strength returned, as far as it was ever likely to do, 
and he was allowed by Dr Coles to return home with 
his mother. 

Before leaving she had given orders that the declivity 
which had proved so disastrous to her son should be 
protected by a strong iron palling, that others might not 
be exposed to a like accident. 

Mr Everard had, of course, seen Frank also, and 
spoken to him very seriously about his past folly. But 
Frank had learned a practical lesson which was likely 
to last him his life-time, and arrest him, happily, ere he 
had diverged far from the right road. His love and 
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confidence in his brother was all restored, and indeed 
far stronger than it had ever been before. 

Of course the subject of Hugh's unmerited punish- 
ment had been discussed between Uncle Fred and Mr 
Everard, but little had been said to Hugh about it, as 
it necessarily involved so much that was painful, but 
Hugh knew by the few words of praise that were given 
him, and the increased affection shown him, that it was 
understood, and he could not help feeling thankful that 
he was at last clear of blame in Mr Everard's eyes. 

And now, as he was about to leave them, Hugh 
could part from him with a happier heart than he had 
felt for some time. The holidays were fast coming to 
an end. It was nearly five weeks since their commence- 
ment, and in another ten days school would re-open. 

Frank would not be fit to return for a while, so was to 
remain at home until quite restored to health, but 
Herbert was to accompany Hugh on his return, which 
arrangement gave great satisfaction to both of them. 

" Good-bye, my dear boy," said Mr Everard, pressing 
Hugh's hand, " I shall look out for you ten days 
hence." 

And I don't think it is often that a master and pupil 
part with so strong a desire to meet again, as did Mr 
Everard and Hugh Cameron. 

Hugh's thoughts reverted to the day when Frank and 
he were travelling to Fitzcoombe, and Sanderson had 
described Mr Everard to them, and he sighed as he 
thought of Jack then and Jack now. 
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But he need not have sighed. Jack was not so 
funny, perhaps, but he was much happier, even with his 
great calamity to carry about with him. And the fun, 
too — all the harmless fun — was pretty sure to return, 
for nothing can give us such light hearts or capability 
of enjoyment, as true religion. 




M 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER XXV. 

THE RIGHT TRIUMPHS. 

When school reopened for the following term, and the 
boys were all assembled for morning lessons, Mr 
Everard addressed them as follows : 

" I am very glad to see so many of you back again, my 
boys, but we are less by two than when we parted for 
the holidays. You all know the melancholy accident 
which has happened to poor Sanderson. He will never 
be able to rejoin you ; but Frank Cameron will return 
shortly. 

" There is one matter which I feel it my duty to set 
right amongst you at once. It refers to the occasion 
which gave rise to Hugh Cameron's detention here 
during the past holidays, as I have since found without 
just cause. 

" He himself is anxious that the matter should be 
dropped, as an explanation of the whole affair must 
necessarily involve others. In compliance with his 
wish I shall not therefore enter into particulars. To a 
few of you they are known, but to all I wish to 
exonerate Cameron from all blame in the matter, and 
to express my regret that he should have been unjustly 
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punished. I must always respect and admire the 
generous way in which he has behaved throughout 
the whole business." 

Hugh felt most uncomfortable during this speech, 
and was heartily glad when it was over. As he and 
the other boys passed up to class, Bourdillon pushed 
Hugh forward,''saying : 

" Cameron will take his old place, won^t he, sir } He 
only went down because of that mistake } " 

" You are right, Bourdillon," replied the master, and 
Hugh, looking very red and feeling very happy, found 
himself, as he had so often hoped to be, reinstalled in 
his old place, both at Mr Everard's elbow and in his 
good opinion. 

Dr Cole s prediction concerning Sanderson proved a 
correct one. Very nearly as we left him in our last 
chapter, we find him again after the lapse of two years. 
He is lying on an invalid carriage, drawn by a pony, 
which is just now grazing on the lawn of one of the 
finest gentlemen's seats in Somerset. By Jack's side his 
mother sits working ; where Jack is you may be sure 
his mother is also, and their society is equally dear to 
one another. He is still delicate in appearance; his 
face is thin, with a complexion like a girl's, but it wears 
an expression of peace and happiness which it never 
bore in former years. God, who softens as much as 
possible all our sorrows, has given Jack ample means to 
alleviate his own trial and those of others round him. 
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By the death of his godfather he has inherited the 
property where we find him, and is now expecting the 
return of his father from India, to whom it need no 
longer be a necessity to work for the provision of his 
helpless son. Both he and his mother are looking 
forward to Major Sanderson's arrival. With his help 
and by God's blessing, Jack hopes yet to find that his 
life may be a useful one, and many are the plans 
formed by him for the improvement of his estate, and 
the condition of his tenantry. 

He is not likely to be a long-lived man, but the energy 
and resolution of his character, are likely to crowd a 
great deal of work into a short life, and he has learnt 
to be content to wait quietly until his work is done. 

His friendship with Mr Everard and the Camerons 
has remained very strong ever since they parted at 
Richmond. Hugh and Frank are indeed at the present 
time staying with him. 

" Mother," says Jack, " where are the boys ?" (He 
always used to think himself a man, you remember, 
and indeed there is a great difference between him and 
the Camerons now. Jack's experience of suffering has 
really aged him.) 

" They are now coming," she replies. " They are 
going for a ride together." 

And soon Hugh and Frank appear, mounted on 
Jack's horses, useless to him, poor lad, except to lend 
to others. 

They are much what they were in appearance. 
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excepting for being taller, still so alike as to be often 
mistaken for one another. 

A little sigh half escapes Jack at the remembrance of 
his own love of riding and of everything to do with 



Mr'Dupuis still plods on at his studies. 

horses, but he coughs it down and changes it to a smile 
as he watches them pass down the drive and out of 
the lodge gates. 
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" That is a good thought of Hughes about the lodge- 
keeper," he says. " I should not have thought of Jim 
Giles otherwise. His father is dead, and Jim can bring 
his mother here and support her as lodge-keeper. He 
is one of my sort," he adds laughing, " a bad *un to look 
at and a bad 'un to go." 

Mr Dupuis still plods on at his studies, and still 
makes collections of insects, and I am afraid that the 
boys take advantage of his short sight and impose 
upon him for a time occasionally, but the kindly heart 
that beats under his untidy suit of clothes is known and 
respected by every boy in the school. 

And now I have mentioned all save Mr Everard, and 
I wish that I could leave him with a brighter lot than 
the care of twenty or more tiresome English boys. 

If men could have their deserts in this world I would 
give him just such another estate as has Jack Sander- 
son, with health and every other blessing one could 
desire, and leave him comfortable and at ease for life ! 

But Ease and Comfort are not what he ever sought 
for. His aim and his desire are to work while he can 
for his Master above ; and in that service, content and 
happy, let us leave him. He is doing double duty, not 
merely striving to do all he can in his own person, but 
helping those he trains to serve God also. 
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Child Life in JapaiL By the late Mrs. Ghaplin Atbton. With 
Illustrations drawn and engraved by Japanese artists. 

Seven ShilUnga and Sixpence each, cloth elegant. Illustrated. mia 
Alice's Wonderland Birthday Book. By E. Stanley Lbathbs and ' 

0. E. W. HoLMBB. A Reprint of the Edition of 1792. 
The Looking-Glass for the Mind. With Cuts by Bswigk. An 

Introduction by Charles Welsh. 
Our Sketching Tonr. By Two of the Artists. 
The Tonng Bnglers. By G. A. Hentt. 

4/0 chth, with lUustrationSy price 6«. 6i. each. 6/6 

Grandpapa's Verses and Pictures. By R. H. Moobe. 

KINGSTON'S SERIES OF SIX SHILLING BOOKS. 6/- 

Eleven Volumes. Each containing from 450 to 550 pages, well 
Illustrated by the Best Artists. Imperial 16mo, cloth elegant, 
gilt edges. 

The Three Midshipmen. With 24 lUustrations by G. Thoicas 
PoRTCH, &c. Eleventh Thousand. 

The Three Lieutenants ; or, Naval life in the Nineteenth Century. 

The Three Commanders ; or, Active Service Afloat in Modem Times. 

The Three Admirals, and the Adventures of their Young Followers. 

Hurricane Hurry ; or, The Adventures of a Naval Officer during 
the American War of Independence. 

The Missing Ship ; or, Notes from the Log of the Ouzd Galley. . 

Paddy Finn : The Adventures of an Irish Midshipman Ashore 
and Afloat. 

True Blue ; or, The Life and Adventures of a British Seaman of 
the Old School. 

Will Weatherhelm ; or, The Yam of an Old Sailor about his Early 
Life and Adventures. 

Won firom the Waves; or, The Story of Maiden May, with Sixteen 
fuU-page Illustrations. 

Middy and Ensign; or, The Jungle Station: A Tale of the Malay 
Peninsula. By G. Maitvillb Fbnn, with Seventeen Illustra- 
tions by H. Pbtherick. 

Master of his Fate : A Tale of Swedish School-boy Life. By A. 
Blai^che. Translated by the Rev. M. R. Barnard, author of 
" Sketches of Life, Scenery, and Sport." With Eight Illustra- 
tions by A. FooRDB Hughes. 

Children in Norway ; or, Holiday on the Ekeberg. 

St. Paul*s Chuboeyabd, London. 
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Six ShiUinjis each, cloth elegant, tm^ Illustrations^ 
njaway fairief and Baby Blostomi. By L. Glabksoh. 
Gflffden, The. Coloured illQfitratioita» 
Golden Threads firom an Ancient Loom. By JjTDu, Bastm. 
Jonxney to' the Centre of the Zarth. By JtiLm Vmans. 
Xabel in Shymeland. By Edwabd Holland, O.O.S. lUastrated 

by A. Chasemobs. 
The Bird and Infects' Poit OAee. By Eobbbt Bloomfield. 

(Or paper boards, chromo Bides, Zs. 6<f.) 
Little Loring Heart's IPoom Book. By M. B. Ttrmcn. 

jFVve SkilUnga each, cloth elegants Illustr€$ed h^ tminent 

Artiste. 
Belle's Pink Boots. By Joanna H. Mattsews. Gilt edges. 
Belton Scholarship (The) : a Chapter from the Life of Qeorge 

Denton. By Barnahd Bmuoumv^ itiiSb. Sight full-page Qlas- 

trations. 
Cruising in Kany Waters. By J» W. Dobtizja, Vu»-Admiral. 
Tka Bay of Wonders: A Msdlbt ov Sutsb a3xt> 'Sfameaefm, Bf 

M. SULLITAH. 80 ninatratioBS by W. G. BiMWNK. Gilt edges. 
Estraiordinary Snrsery Bhyines ; Nerw^ yet Old. Traaslated firom 

the Original Jingle iQto Comic Verse by One who was oinoe a 

Child. 60 lUnstrations. Small 4to. 
Favonrite Pictnre Book (The) and Vinery Comptoiion. Com- 
piled anew by Unclb Coabub. Wil^ 460 ninstrations by 

Absolon, Anblat, BmnnBrr, BsowiiB(PHiai> Sot John GnaSKr, 

T. LANDSEBBy Lbboh, Pbout, Habbison Wboi, and others. 

Medium 4to, cloth elegant (or coloured IllmtrationB, 109. M) 
\* This may also be had in Two Vols., dotii, price Ss., or coloured 

ninstraticmfly 5«. ; also in Four parts, in paper boards, fancy 

wrapper, price 1«. each, or coloured Illustrations, 2s^ each. 
From May to Christmas at Thome Hill. By Mrs. D. P. Saniwobd, 

L.P.S.A. 
Ooody Two Shoes. In a Fac-simile CoTor of the Original, with 

introduction by Chablbb Wblbs. 
Little People of Asia. By Olive Thobnb MxLi;Btt. ProCittely 

illustrated, 
Qneer Pets and their Doings. By the author of «< Littio People 

of Asia ." Prof nsely Illustrated. 
Iferry tengs fdr Little Voices. Woids by Mi«. Biiodbbiip. ICasic 

by Thomas Murbt. Fcap. 4to. 
Patraftas ; or, Spanish Stobxbs, liamumxar a»d TBAOmosrAJu 

By the Author of '* Household Stcxries.'' 
The Pattern Life ; or, Lessons from the Life of oar Lord. By 

W. Chatterton Dix. Illustrated by P. Pbiolo. 
Eival Crusoes (The). By the late W. H, G. Kingston. (Or^^ 

bevoUed boards, gilt edges, price 6*.)- 

GsiFFtTfi, FaSBAN, OxBDEN and WEt£(H, 
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StoriM from the Old and Hew Testaments. By the Rey. B. H. 

Dbafeb. With 4S "Ei^pcamJxgB, 
Trimmer's History of the Bobins. With 24 Blastrstions by 

Hasbibov Weeeu Small 4to, gilt edges. 
Wee Babies. By Ida Wauoh and Aht E. Blakohabd. 

Five ShilUng Series of 

TALES OF TftAV^Ii AND ADVBNTUBB, 
Crown 8vo, well printed on good paper, and strongly bound in cloth elegant, 
ixds, gilt edges. Each volume contains from """ ' '"'' 



bevelled boards, gilt edges. Each volume contains from 300 to 400 i 
of solid reading. Fully illustrated by eminent artists. 
From Cadet to Captain. A Taxx of Mhjtabt Lofs, By J^ Psaor 5/. 

Gboves. Illustrated by Stanley Bbrkbley. ' 

A Soldier Bom; or, The Adventubes of a Sxtbaltbbn in the 

Crimea and Indun Muhjint. By I. Perot Gboyeb, author of 

" From Cadet to Captain." Illustrated by Alfred JPearcb. 
Triends thongli Divided. A Story of the Oavaliebs and 

Roundheads. By Geo. A. Qentt, -with JBHght fnll-page 

Illustrations. 
Hair-breadth Escapee ; or, The Adventubes of Three Boys in 

South Afbioa. By Bey. H. €. Adams. 
In Times of Peril : A Tai<e of Iitdia. By Ggso. A« BjmTX^ irith 

Sixteen full-page Blustrations. 
Kystery of Beeoby Grange (The) ; or, The Missiera Hovr. B^ ihe 

Rev. H. C. Adamb, author of <'Hair-breadih Ksoapes,*' &c. 
Who did it t or, Holmwood Pbioby. A Tale of School Life. By 

the Rev. H. C. Adams. With Eight full-page Illustrations by 

A. W COOPEB. 

Who was Philip 1 By the Bev. H. O. Adam8, author of ^^^lyatery 
of Beeohy Grange." Illustrated by A. W. Cooper. 

The Briny Deep; or, The Olden Times in the Mebc bant Sebviob. 
Being a narrative of the Life and Adventures of the Author, 
Captain Tom. Fully Dluatrated by Captain W, W. Mat. 

The Cruise of the Theseus. By Abthub K^^iqect. With Eight full- 
page Illustrations by Fbank Feixeb. 

FotMT Shillings and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, with 4/6 

lUi^trations, 
Comertown Chronicles. New Legends of Oij> Lobe wbittem 

FOB the YouHO. By Kathleen Sjtox. 
Tavonrite Fables in Proae and Fffisse. With 24 beautiful lUns- 

tratione from Drawings by Habbison Weib. Small 4to. 
Kodem British Plntarch (The), or Lives of Mmc Distinouishmd 

in the BEOENT HISTOBY of CDS 0<njl9TBT FOB TEEIB TAUWTiy 

Yibtues, and A0BIEVEMENT8. By W. 0, Taylob, LL J>. 
Tales and Legends of Saxony and Lnsatia. By W. Westall. 
Zipporah, the Jewish Kaiden. By M. S. Bbwsheb. 

St« Paul's Chubohyabd, Londox. 
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THE BOYS* OWN FAVOUKITE LIBRARY. 

8/6 Twenty-aeven Volumes, price Three Shillings <xnd Sixpence each. 

Each yolnine contains from 800 to 450 pages of solid reading, 
well illustrated by the best Artists. Grown Syo. Cloth elegant. 

Hark Seaworih. Bj W. H. G. Kingbton. 
Eurrieane Hurry. By W. H. G. Einoston. 
Salt Water. By W. H. G. Einoston. 
Oat on the Pampae. By G. A. Hkntt. 
Peter the Whaler. By W. H. G. KmosTOw. 
The Three Admirals. 9y W. H. G. Kingston. 
Sarly Start Ie life. Bt E. Mabrtat Nobbis. 
Fred Xarkham in Bnssia. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
College Bays at Oxford. By Rey. H. 0. Adams. 
The Young Franes-Tirenrs. By G. A« Henty. 
The Three lEidshipmen. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
The Fiery Cross. By Babbaba Hutton. 
Our Soldiers. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
The Three Commanders. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
The Three Lientenants. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
Kaneo, The PeruTlan Chiet By W. H. G. Kingston. 
Our Sailors. By *W. H. G. Kingston. 
. John Deane. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
Trarely War, and Shipwreck. By Colonel Pabkeb Gillmobk. 
Chums. By Hableigh Sevebne. 
African Wanderers. By Mrs. R. Lee. 
Tales of the White Cockade. By Babbaba Httfton. 
The Kissing Ship. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
Will Weatherhelm. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
•True Blue. By W. H. G. Kingston. 
The North Pole, and How Chablde Wilson discovered it. 
Harty the Wanderer. By Fableigh Owen. 

Gbhtith, Fabban, Ozeden and Welsh, 



Digitized by 



Google 



aaiFFITH, TABRANy OEEDBN AND WELSH. 9 

THE GIRLS* OWN FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 

Twenty-seven Volumes, price Three ShilUnga and Sia^[>ence each. 3/6 

Each yolmne contains from 800 to 400 pagos of solid reading, 
well illustrated by the best Artists. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant. 

Guide, Philoiopher, and Friend. By Hrs. Hebbebt Mabtdt. 

Her Title of Honour. By Holme Lee. 

Xiohaelmas Daisy. By Sabah Doudnet. 

The Hew GirL By Mrs. Gbllib. 

The Oak Staircase. By M. and 0. Lee. 

For a Dream's Sake. By Mrs. Hebbebt Mabtin. 

My Mother's Diamonds. By Mabia J. Gbebb. 

My Sister's Keeper. By Lauba M. Lake. 

Bhiloh. ByW. M.L.JAT. 

Eolden with the Cords. By W. L. M. Jat. 

** Bonnie Lesley." By Mrs. Hebbebt Mabtht. 

Left Alone. By Fbangis Cabb. 

Very CtonteeL By the Author of ^Mrs. Jemingham's Journal. 

Gladys the Beaper. By Anne Bbale. 

Stephen the Sohoolmaster. By Mrs. Gellib (M. E. B.). 

Isabel's Dii&cnlties. By M. R. Cabet. 

Court and Cottage. By Mrs. Emica Mabahall. 

Bosamond Fane. By M. and 0. Lee. 

Simplicity and Fascination. By Anne Bealb. 

Xillioent and Her Cousins. By the Hon. A. Bethbll. 

Aunt Hetty's Will. By M. M. Pollabd. 

Silver Linings. By Mrs. Beat. 

Theodora. By Emilia SIabbtat Nobbis. 

Alda Graham. By Emilia Mabbtat Nobbis. 

A Wasrside Posy. By Fannt Lablaohb. 

Through a Refiner's Fire. By Eleanob Holmes. 

A^Generous Friendship ; or, The Happenings of a New England 

SUMMEB. 

St. Faxtl's Csubohtabd, Lo2n>oir. 
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Three ShilUnga and Sixpence each, cloth elegant^ Illuatrated. 

Auit J^iaxfu Amerieaa P«ti. By Catrbbimb 0. Horjbt, Author 
of <'Siiftk«8: CurioiitiM imd Wonders of Serpent life," etc 

Bmt Zfaig (Hit): A NwrfttilTe confided to the Marines by Jims» 
Gbssnwood. With Illustrations by Ebxtest Gbisst. SmsUito. 

Btrries and Blosioms: A Verse Book for Young People. By T. 
Wbstwood. 

Bible Illustrations, or A DssontiPTioir cm MANHBats and Ounom 
PBOULiAB TO TBS East. By the Rev. B. H. Dbapbb. 

Bird and Inseets' Post Office (The). By Robbbt Bloomfield, Author 
of "Rural Tales," etc. Dlustrated with Thirty-five Wood 
Engravings. Grown 4ito, paper boards, with Chromo side (or 
cloth elegant, 6«.) 

British History Briefly Told (The)* abd a dbbobbpitoh otthb 
Akozbnt Customs, Spobib, abd Pastimbs of thb Enoubh. 

Brookdale, a Story. By Miss Qhambbblain. 

Bunch of Berries (A\ abd thb Divxbsiobs thebbob. By Lbadbb 
Scott, author of "A Nook in the Apennines," &c. Dlustrated 
by 0, Pattbbson. 

Castles and their Heroes. By Babbaba Httttob. 

element's Trial and Victory; By M. E. B. (Mrs. Gelub). 

Crosspateh, the Cricket, and the Counterpane. By Mrs. Bbodebip. 

Dot's Biary; or, Banished from Fairyland. By J. P. T. With 
Frontispiece. By J. Fabd, R»S.A. 

Elf Island : A Fairy Tale. By Captain J. Battbmlt, R. A., F.R.A.S. 

Every.day Life in Our Public Schools. Edited by Chas. Etbb 
Pasooe. 

Facts to Correct Fancies, or Snottr NABBATiVBfl of Rbmabkablb 

WOBQEB. 

Family Bible Hewly Opened (The); wns Uncle GooiywiN*« 
AoooiTNT OF it. By Jbffbbyb Tatlob. Fcap. 8vo. 

Feathers and Fairies. By the Hon. Auqusta Bbthbcl. 

Flotsam and Jetsam. By H. Wothbbl 

QcixLSvrrSLy Fabbak, Oxbbbk and Welsh, 
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Three i^Uings and Sixpence each-^'^ontimied. 

Four Seasmu (The) ; A Short Aocount of the Stincture of PUunfes, 
being Four Lectnres written for the Working Men's Inatitnte, 
Paris. With Illastrations. Imperial 16mo. 

Garden (The), or Pbbdbrick's Monthly Instruction fob the 
Manaoembnt ani> Foskateon of ▲ Flo^^eb Gabdek. With 
Illustrations by Sowerbt. 

Golden Curl, and other Fairy Tales. By F. A. E. A. 

Heroes of History and Legend. Translated from the German of 
A. W. Grubb. - By J. L. ShadveUi. 

History of the Bobini (The). By Mrs. Tbimkeb. In Words of 
One Syllable. Edited by the Bev. Chables Swete, M.A. 

In Time of War. A Tale of Paris Life during the Siege and the 
Rule of the Commune. By Jas. F. Cobb, F.R.G.S, 

In&nt Amusements, or How to maejs a Nxtbsebt Hafft. Witih 
Practical Hints on the Moral and Physical Training of Children, 
By the late W. H. G. KmoATOM. 

Joachim's Spectacles : A Legend of Flobenthal. By M A C. Lee. 
Lee (Hri.) Aneedotei of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 

„ Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, Beptiles, 
and Fishes. 

,, Adventures in Australia. 

Lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. Written and Illustrated 
with Twenty-four Engravings, by 0. H. Bennett. 

Lily and Her Brothers. A true story. By C. E. L. 

Little Chicks and Baby Tricks. A New Colour Book. By Ida 
Waugh. a charming colour book for the babies. 

Little Margaret's Bide to the Isle of Wight ; or, The W<»n3(BBFUL 
Roceino Hobse. By Mrs. Fbbdbmgk Bbown. With Eight 
Blustrations in chromo-lithography, by Helen S. Tatham. 
Crown 4to. Cloth (or iUuminated paper boards 1/6). 

Little May's Friends. By Annie Wbittem. (Or gilt edges, 4,8,) 
Ssr. Pattl's C buit ci iHA BD, London. 



Digitized by 



Google 



12 BOOKS rOB THB TOUNG PUBLIBHBD BT 



Tkne ShiUingB and Sixpence each— continued. 

KIa* (TIi«); or, SuBTBBSAHXJkH WoNDEBS. An Aocount of the Opora- 
tions of the Minor and the Prodnote of his Labours. 

Xudge and Her Ohieki. By a Bbothsb and Sisteb. 

Himpo'0 TroublflB. By Oura Thobhb Miller. 

Hvaary Timei; or, Stoxibs about the Litilb Ones. By an Old 

NUBSE. 

Our Old Vnele'a EonM. By Mother Gabet. 

Sermons for Children, By A. Dboopfet. Translated by Mabib 
Tatlob. 

Sereii Birthdays (The); or, The Childbbn of Fobtumb. By 
Kathleee Knox. 

Storiei of Edward msd his Iiittle Fbiemds. 

Taking Tales. In Plain Ijangnage and Large Type. Two vols. 
May also be had in 4 vols, 1«, 6d, each ; and 21 parts, 6d, each. 

Talent in Tatters. By Hofe Wbatthb. 

Talks about Plants ; or, Eablt Lessons in Botant. By Mrs. 
Lankbsteb. With Six Coloured Plates, and numerous Wood 
Engravings. 

Talks about Science. By the late Thomas Dunman. 

Ths Triumphs of Steam ; or, Stobibs fbom the Lives of Watt, 
Abkwbioht, and Stephenson. 

True Stories of the Beign of Queen Victoria. By C. Bbowk. 
Ulnstrated. 

Two Stories of Two. By Stella Austin. Illustrated by 
Miss S. P. Basbvi. 

Wild Eoses. By Airs. Bbodbbip. 



Three Shillings. 

Fruits of Enterprise, BzmBrrBD in the Tbavels of Belzoni nt 
Eotpt and Nubia. With Six Engravings by Bibkbt Fostkb. 

QEiFirTH, Fabban, Obbdbn and Welsh, 
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THE "BUNCHY" SERIES OF HAIF-CROWN BOOKS. 2/6 

Crown Sv0. Cloth elegant^ bevelled boards^ gilt edges ^ fully 

Illustrated. 

Bunchy ; or, The Children of Scarsbrook Farm. By E. C. 

Phillips. 
African Pets. By F. Clinton Parry. 
Bryan and Katie. By Annette Lyster. Illustrated by 

Harry Furniss. 
Cast Adrift : the Story of a Waif. By Mrs. H. H. Martin. 

Daring Voyage across the Atlantic. By the Brothers 

Andrews. 
Every Inch a King. By Mrs. J. Worthington Bliss. 
Family Feats. By Mrs. R. M. Bray. 
A Gem of an Aunt. By Mrs. Gellie (M. E. B.) 
Gerty and May. By the Author of " Our White Violet.*' 
Grandfather. By E. C. Phillips, Author of "Bunchy." 
Great and Small. By Miss Harriet Poole. 
Growing Up. By Jennett Humphreys. 
Hilda and Her Doll. By E. C. Phillips. 
The House on the Bridge, and other Tales. By C. E. 

Bowen. 
Nora's Trust. By Mrs. Gellie (M. E. B.) 
Punch. By E. C. Phillips. 
Ten of Them. By Mrs. R. M. Bray. 
" Those Unlucky Twins ! " By Annette Lyster. 
Two Rose Trees. By Mrs. Minnie Douglas. 
Ways and Tricks of Animals. By Mary Hooper. 
We Four. By Mrs. R. M. Bray. 
Fearless Frank. By Mrs. Gellie. 

Boy Slave in Bokhara. By David Ker. 
Wild Horseman of the Pampas. By David Ker. 
Dolly, Dear ! By Mary E. Gellie (M. E. B.) 
On the Leads. By Mrs. A. A. Strange Butson. 
St. Aubyn's Laddie. By E. C. Phillips. 

St. Paul's Chubohyabd, Lohdow. 
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^ Two SMUingB and Swp0ne$ each — cowtinMBi. 

Boy^i Own Toj JUlnr (Th0): A FrMtioal lUoBtrated Guide to the 
VMf nl emplojiiMiit of Leisore Houn. By £L jLaspbua 200 
ninstrationB. 

Bunchy Seriei of Half-Grown Booki. Crown Svo, cloth elegant, 
boTelled boards, gilt edges. Fidl j illustrated by the best artists. 

Choioe EztrMtf from the Standard Anthora. By the Editor of 
"Poetry for the Young." 8 vols. (2f . Gdl each.) 

COiriatmM Pudding for Yonng EatMi. By L. 0. Bbsbt. 

GmiM of Vlyisos and Hia Von (The); or, Tales and AdYeDtnrea 
from the Odyssey, for Boys and Girls. By 0. M. Bsub. With 
Seven Illustrations by P. Pbiolo. Fcap. 8to. 

Tlowera with Boots. Sermons. By Rev. J. Cbofts. 

Girl's Own Toy Hakor (The), and Book of RBGRBJinoN. By IB. 

and A. lUMDnixa. With 200 Illustrations. 
Goody Two ihoos. A Reprint of the Original ]Cditi<Mi9 niA 

Introduction by Ghai. Wslsh. 
Gneits of Flowers (The) : A Botanical Sketch. By Mrs. MjEBXKXBXfl» 

With Prefatory Letter by I>r. Thbodobb 'Kebssb.. OloUif 

small 4to. 
Gnoiti at Home (TIm.) A Sequel to the above. By tiie samid 

AmsoB. Small 4to. • 
Holly Berriei. By Avt E. Blanchabd. Coloured illustrations 

by Ida Wauoh. 4to boards. 
Ice Maiden Ain> other Stobdeb. By Hijrfl Ohbisixan AKSBBonc 
Little Child's Fable Book. Arranged Progressively in One, Twt^ 

and Three Syllables. 16 Pages Blustrated. Cheap Editiotu 
Little Gipsy. By Elix Sauyaoe. Cheaper Edition, 
Little Pilgrim (The). Illustrated by He^en Pbtkob. 
Model Yaohts, and Model Taoht Sailing : How fo Buzui, Bm 

AND Sail a Self-aotino Model Yacbt. By Jab. %, Waltoit, 

V.M.Y.C. Fcap. 4to, with 68 Woodcuts. 
My Own Dolly. By Amt Blakohabd and Ida Wauoh. 
Old Friends in a New Dress. By R. Shabfe. 
Sea and Sky. By J. R. Blaxiston, M.A.* Suital>le for yoimg 

people. Profusely Illustrated, and contains a Coloured AtU3 

of tiie Phenomona of Sea and Sky. Cloth, price 2s. 6dl 
Science in the Hursery; or, Children's Toys. By T. W. Ebu. 
Spring Time ; or, Words in Season. By Sidney Cox. 

Qbuvitk, Fabban, Oxbden and Welsh, 
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J^fo /^OHfifd md Sb^pma plam^ Suptr Boyal l^mo^ 2/6 
thfh ekfftmt, with lUustraUans 2y Hamson Weir 
and other wnmmt artists. 

Aainflli nd th^ 8mU1 Pow«n. By Mabt TmonBR-AxDBBWBt. 

A Week by Themselvef . By Emiua Maketjlt Nobbis. 

Fnnny Tables for Little Eolks. 

Granny's Story Bes. With 20 Bngiravinga. 

Jaek Vrostaad Betly Snow ; Talesfor Wintry NightsandBainy Days. 

Kadelon. By Esibek OaXsu 

Odd Btotiet abmtt Animali : told in Short and E«By Words. 

Secret of Wreiford (Ibe). By Esthbs Oabb. 

Snowed Uy. By EkmA. Mabbtat Nobbis. 

Tales firoK Clatland. Dedicated to the Yoiaig Kittens el England. 

TftUdng Bird (Tke\ By M. and E. Kibbt. 

Tiny 8tori«s lor Tiay Readers in Tiny Werds^ 

Trottie's Stery Book : Tme Tales in Short Words and Large Typ». 

Tnypy; or» Tfl> Axttobiogbapht of ▲ Donkbt, 

Wandering Blindfold; or, A Boy's Tbocblbs. By VLaxz Albbbx. 



COMICAL PICTUBB BOOKS. 
Two Shillings and Skapenee each, fanffg hoards. 2/^ 

Adventures of the Pig Pamily, The. By AjKrHUB S. Gibson. 

Sixteen pages Illastrations, oblong 4to, boards. 
The March Hares and their friends. Unifonn with the above. 

By the same author. 

The following have Coloured Plates, 
Xnglish Struwwelpeter (The) : or Pbrttt Stobies amd Fuinnr 
Piotubbs FOB LrriLB OmLDBBN. After the celebrated German 
Work of Dr. Hbinbigh HoFFUASir. Thirtieth Editien. Twenty- 
four pages of muatrations (or mounted on finon, 5*.). 
Th« Fools' Paradise. Murth and Fun for Old and Young. 
Funny Picture Book (The) ; or, 25 Fumrr Lutlb Lbssoas. A 
free Translation from l^e Gezmaa of ^Dbb Kumai ABO 

SOBttTlB.'' 

Ltfwm •f Tom Tucker and Little B»-Pee^ Written and Blus. 

tnded by Thomas Hood. 
Speetropia ; or, Subpbisino Spboibai. Illusions, showing Ghosts 
. eyerywhere, and ef any colour. By J. H» Bbowv. 

St. Paul's Chubohyaed, Lomoow. 
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THE HOLIDAT LIBBAEY. 

A Series of 12 Yolmnes for Boys and Oirls, well illuatnted, and 
bonnd in cloth, with elegant design printed in gold and colonrs, 
gilt edges. The size is Foolscap 8yo, and as each Tolnme 
contains upwards of 800 pages of interesting tales of all 
descrij^tions, they form one of the most attractive and saleable 
series m the market. 
iVtce Two Shillings, each volume containing Two Tales 
well Illustrated. 
LIST OP BOOKS IN THE SERIES. 

r Biaooateatad Ohildnii. 
Holiday* 



IL 
ZIL 



Adrift OB tfao Sea. 
Eofor tiio Tyroloso. 
Alioo and Boatrieo. 
Julia if«w«i«^- 
Aaumg tiio Brifaada. 
Horo of Brittany. 
mrr I Oat and Bof . 



IV. 



▼oL TIL 

tf vm. 

tf I3L 
., X. 
„ XL 

,. xn. 



Gbildran of the ! 

ago. 
Orandmanuaa's Xeiios. 
Childron's Fioaio. 
Holiday Tales. 
Chriattan Elliott 
Stolea Ohoirioa. 
Haixy at SohooL 
Clandina. 

Oar White Tiblet 
FieUo Flora. 
William TelL 
Fanl Howard'a O a p ti T l ty . 



Two Shillings, cloth elegant, Illustrated. 

Children's Daily Help. BoToUed boards, gilt edges. (Or cloth 
plain, Is. e<L) 

Claiiies for the Xillion. By Henbt Gbet. Cloth boards. (Or 

paper covers, It.) 
How to ICake DoUi' Furniture and to Fubnish ▲ Doll's Housx. 

With 70 Blnstrations. Small 4to. 

ninstrated Paper Model Haker. By E. Lakdells. In enyelope. 
Mamma's Bible Stories. First Series. Fob Heh Littlx Bots 

Aia> GiBLS. 

ICamma's Bibl« Stories. Second Series. 

Mamma's Bible Stories. Third Series. Illustrated by Stanlkt 

Berkeley. The three Yolmnes can be had in a handsome 

case. Price 6s. 
Only a Gat's Tale. By £. M. B. 
Scenes of Animal Life and Character. From Natubb and 

RsooLLBonoN. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, fancy boards. 
Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories (The). By Gbandfaxhbb 

Gbxt. 
Yonng Vocalist (The). Cloth boards. (Or paper, Is.) 
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Price One ShUUng and SuBpenee each. * 

Babiei' Hnsenm, Th«. 67 Unolb Chasldb. Paper boards. 
Children'i Daily Help. B7E.G. (On bevelled boards^gilt edges, 2/-) 
Every-Daj Thixigi, or Useful Ejiowlbdgb bbspboiinq thb fbin- 
cupal Animal, Vbostablb, Aia> Minbsal Subbtakgbs in 

COMMON USB. 

Girlhood Days. By Mrs. Sbtmouh. IQastrated by A. H. Collins. 

little Lessons for Little Learners. By Mrs. Baswbll. 

Little Margaret's Side to the Isle of Wight ; or, Thb Wondbbpdl 
RoOKiNa-HoBSB. By Mrs. F. Bbown. Coloured Illiistratioiis. 

Our Wild Swan and other Pets. By Hblen Wbblbt Pabbt, 
Author of " An Epitome of Anglican Church History." With 
coloured illustrations by Habsison Wbib. Price Is. 6d. 

Bi^alB of the Cornfield. By the author of <* Genevieve's Story." 

Taking Tales. In Plain Language and large Type. Four vols. 
May also be had in Two vols., 89. 6i. each ; and in 21 parts, 
cloth limp, price 6<L each. 

Trimmer's (Mrs.) Hew Testament Lessons. With 40 Engravmgs. 



ANGELO SERIES OF EIGHTEENPENNY BOOKS. 
Square 16mo. Cloth elegant, fuUif Illustrated. 

Angelo; or, Thb Pinb Fobbst in thb Alps. By Gbbaldimb 

E. Jbwsbubt. 5th Thousand. 
Aunt Annette's Stories to Ada. By Annbtib A. Salaman. 
Brave Helly; or, Wbak Hands and a Willing Hbabt. By 

M. E. B. (Mrs. Gblldb). 5th Thousand. 
Featherland; or, How thb Bibds Ltvbd at Gbbbnlawn. By 

G. M. Fbnn. 4th Thousand. 
Enmble Life : A Tale of Humblb Hombs. By the Author of 

"GertyandMay,"&o. 
Kingston's (W. E. G.) Child of the Wreck : or, Thb Loss of 

THB BOTAL GbOBGB. 

Lee's (Mrs. B.) Playing at Settlers ; or, Thb Faooot Housb. 
Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings 

of Animals. 
Little Lisette, thb Obfhan of Alsaob. By M. E. B. (Mrs. Gbllbb). 
Live Toys ; or, Anbodotbs of oub Foub-Lbggbd and othbb Pbts. 

By Emma Davbnpobt. 
Long Evenings ; or, Stobibs fob mt Ltttlb Fbdsnds. By Emilia 

Mabbtat. 
Three Wishes (The). By Mrs. Gblldb (M. E. B.) 

St. Paxil's Ohubohtabd, London. 
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The CHEEET 8EEIX8 of EIGHISEVPESinr BOOKS. 

PRKSENTS AND PRIZES FOK BOYS AND GI&LS. 

Thirty volumes, well fflustmted, small 8vo, dearJy printed oiB 
good paper, and strongly bound in el^[ant cloth boaids* 

Adrentnres in Fanti-Iand. By Mrs. R. Lsx. 

African Cruiser (The). By S. WHrrcHirRCH Sadler. 

Always Happy ; or, Anecdotes of Fdk and his Sis<9ef • 

Aunt Mary's Bran Pie. By the author of ** St. OiaveV" 

A Child's Infhience. By Lisa Lockyer, 

Battle and Victory. By C. E. Bowen. 

Constance and Nellie. By Emma Davenport. 

Comer Cottage, and its Inmates* By Frances Osbornk. 

Distant Homes. By Mrs. J. E. Aylmer. 

Father Time's Story Book. By Kathleen Knox. 

From Peasant to Prince. By Mrs. Pietzker. 

Good in Everything. By Mrs. Harwell. 

Granny's Wonder^l Chair. By B.- F. Browns. 

Happy Holidays. By Emma Davenport. 

Happy Home. By Lady Lushington. 

The Heroic Wife. By W. H. G. Kingston. 

Helen in Switzerland. By Lady Lushington. 

Holidays Abroad ; or, Right at Last By Emma Davenport. 

Lucy's Campaign. By M. & C. Lee. 

Lost in the Jungle. By Augusta Marryat. 

Louisa Broadhurst By A. Milner. 

My Grandmother's Budget. By Mrs. Broderip. 

Our Birthdays. By Eb«ma Davenport. 

Our Home in the Mar^and. By E. L. F. 

Parted By N. D'Anvers. 

Pictures of Girl Life. By C. A. Howell. 

School Days in Paris. By M. S. Le Jeunb. 

Starlight Stories. By Fanny Lablache. 

Sunnyland Stories. By the author of " St. Olave's." 

Tittle-Tattle : and other stories for Children. 
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THE HAWTHOiOr filSEtlES <m BmLLlSGt BOOKS. 1/ 

PRESENTS AND PRIZES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 

Thirty volumes, well illustrated, small 8vo, clearly printed on 
good paper, and strongly bound in elegant cloth boards. 

Adrift on the Sea. By E. M. Norris. 

Alice and Beatrice. By Grandmamiica. 

Among the Brigands. By C. E. Bowen. 

Amy's Wish: A Fairy Tale. By Mr. G. Tyler. 

Cat and Dog ; or. Puss and the Captain. 

Children of the Parsonage. By the author of " Gerty; & May." 

Children's Picnic (The). By E. Marryat Norris. 

Christian Elliott ; or, Mrs. Danver's Prize. By L. N. Comyn. 

Claudine ; or, Humility the Basis of all the Virtues. 

Crib and Fly : the Story of Two Terriers. 

The Discontented Children. By M. and E. Kirby. 

Fickle Flora and her Seaside Friends. By Emma Davenport. 

Geoffrey's Great Fault. By E, Marryat Norris. 

Grandmamma's Relics. By C. E. Bowen. 

Harry at School. A Story for Boys. By E. Marryat Norris. 

The Hero of Brittany ; or, The Story of Bertrand du Guesclin. 

Hofer, the Tyrolese. By the Author of " William Tell." 

Holiday Tales. By Florence Wilford. 

Holidays among the Mountains. ByM.BETHAM Edwards. 

Johimy Miller. By Felix Weiss. 

Julia Maitland. By M. and E. Kirby. 

Neptune : The Autobiography of a Newfoundland Dog. 

New Baby (The). By the author of " Our White Violet." 

Our White Violet. By the author of " Gerty and May.*' 

Paul Howard's Captivity. By E. Marryat Norris. 

The Stolen Cherries ; or, Tell the Truth at Once. 

Sunny Days. By the author of " Our White Violet." 

What became of Tommy. By E. Marryat Norris 

William Tell, the Patriot of Switzerland. By Florian. 

Wrecked, not Lost. By the Hon. Mrs. Dundas. 

St. PaIUi'S CgPROHTART), LONDON. 
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THE FAYOUBITE UBBABY. 

Fifteen Volumes^ Cloth elegant^ with coloured frantispiece 

and Htle-page^ One ShilUng each, 

1. TlM lakdale E«rd B07. Br Ladt Stoddabt. 

2. Xrg. Leieaitor's School. Bt Ohablbs and Makt Lakb. 
8. The Hif tory of the Bobini. Bt Mbs. Tbimmbs. 

4. Xemoir of Boh, tho Spotted Terrier. 

5. Keeper^i Travels in Seareh of Hif Xai ter. 

6. The Scottiflh Orphans. Bt Ladt Stoddart. 

7. Hever Wrong ; or, the Tonng Disputant ; ft It was only in Fnn. 

8. The Life and Penunbnlations of a Xonse. 

9. The Son of a Genius. Bt Mbs. Hofland. 

10. The Daughter of a Genius. Bt Mbs. Hovland. 

11. Ellen, the Teaeher. Bt Mbs. Hoiland. 

12. Theodore; or The Orusaders. Bt Mbs. Hoblabd. 

18. Bight and Wrong. By the Author of '* Alwats Hafft." 

14. Harry's Holiday. Bt Jbbfbbts Tatlob. 

15. Short Poems and Hymns for Children. 

Price One Shilling each. 
The Pieturesque Primer. Paper Boards. 
Pragments of Knowledge for Little Folk. Paper Boards. 
Easy Beading for Little Beaders. Paper Boards. 
The Hursery Companion. Paper Boards. 

These Four Volumes contain about ^60 pictures ; each one beina 
confute in itself, and bound in cm attractive paper cover, in boctrds 
(^0 with coloured IBustrcaions, 2s.) 

The Four Volumes bound together form the ** Favourite Picture Book," 
bound in cbth, price 6s., or coloured Illustrations, gilt edges, lOs. 6dL 
Australian Babes in the Wood (The) : a True Story told in Rhyme 

for the Young. Price It. boards, 1*. 6d. cloth, gilt edges. 
Babies' Museum (The) : ob, Rhthbs, Jinolbs, abd Drmss fob 

THB KuBSBBT. By Unolb Ohablib. Fully ninstrated, 

or paper boards, It. 6d 
Classios for the Million. By H. Gbbt. (Or bound in doth, price 2s,) 
Cowslip (The). Fully JUustrated cloth, Is, plain; Is, 6d, cohured, 
Daisy (The). Fully Illustrated cloth, It. plain s Is. ed. coloured. 
Dame Partlett's Farm. An Aooockt of thb Riohbs shb obtainbd 

bt Ibdustbt, &o. Coloured Illustrations, sewed. 
Fairy Folk. By E. Lbabt. Illustrated by Isabel Bbbelbt, and 

printed in colours by Edmukd Evans. Boards, 4to. 
Fairy Gifts : ob, a Wallet of Wondbbs. By Eathlben Knox. 

niustrated by Eatb Gbeenawat. Fancy boards. 
Fairy Land. By the late Thomas and Janb Hood. Fancy boards. 
Female Christian Hames, and theib Tbaohinos. A Gift Book for 

Girls. By Mabt E. Bbomfibld. Gilt edges. 
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One billing each — continued, !/• 

Ctolden Words for Children, fbom the Book or Lxfii. In Engliah, 
French, and German. A set of Illuminated Oards in Packet. 
Or bonnd in cloth interleaved, price 2«. 6d, gilt edgea. 
Ooody Two Shoei : or Thb Histobt of LrrrLB Maboebt Mbah- 

WBLL IN Bhtmb. Folly lUustrated. 
Hand Shadowi, to be thrown upon the Wall. Novel and amnsing 
figures formed by the hand. By Hbnbt Bttbsill. Two Series 
in one. (Or coloured lUustrations, Is, 6d) 
Heta in England. Paper Boards. Fcap. 8vo. 
Vino Lives of a Cat (The) : a Tale of Wonder. Written and Illns- 

trated by 0. H. Bennett. 24 Golonred Engravings, sewed. 
Poter Piper. Pbaotical Pbingiplbs of Plain and Pebfboi Pbo- 

NDNdATioN. Golonred Illustrations, sewed. 
Plaiting Pietores. A Novel Pastdcb bt which Ohildben oah 
oonstbuot and beoonstbuot piofubes fob themselves. Four 
Series in Fancy Coloured Wrappers. Oblong 4to. 
IHrst Seriei.'—Jxivemie Party— Zoological Oardena— The Gleaner. 
Second Series.— -Bixd^ Pic-mc— Cats* Concert— Three Bears. 
Third iSeriM.— Blind Man's Boll— Children in the Wood— Snow Man» 
Fourth 5m«i.— Grandfather's Birthday— Gymnaainm—Play-room. 

Primrose Pilgrimage (The) : a Woodland Story. By M. Bbtham 

Edwabds. Illustrated by Maoquoid. Sewed. 
Bhymes and Pictures about Bbbad, Tea, Suoab, Cotton, Ooalb, 

AND Gold. By William Newman. Seventy-two Illustrations. 

Price Is, plain ; 2«. 6d. coloured. 
\* Each Subject may be had separately. Bd, plain; Is. coloured. 
Short and Simple Prayers, with Hymns for the Use of 

Children. By the Author of " Mamma's Bible Stories." Cloth. 
Short Stories for Children abont Animals. In Words of One 

Syllable. FuUy Illustrated by Habbison Weib. 
Stage in the Drawing Boom (The). By Henbt J. Dakin. 
Ten New Christmas Carole for Children. The Words by Mrs. 

Heenaman, and the Music by Alfbed Redhead, composer of 

"The Story of the Cross," &c. Price IJd. each, or Ten 

Numbers, bound together in a sti£f paper cover, price 1*. 6d, 
I.— Jesus in the Manger. YI.— Bound about the Christmas 

II.-The Birthday of Birthdays. viI.-tS' foy the Children of 

III.— The "Welcome Home. Jesua. 

lV.-Cax.ltoJ«m.Sleoping. ^SlZ^^er^SSkma.. 

v.— The Lambs in the Field. X.— We'll (Jather Round the Fire. 

♦^^♦ The Words only of the above ten Carols may be had sewed 

price One Penny. 
Three Fairly Tales. By Pan. One volume. Demy 16mo, cloth 

elegant. 

St. Paul's Chttbohtaed, London. 
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lA 



«d. 



«d. 



Vpiide Down; or, Tdsroyxb Tbaits. By Thomas Hood. 

Whittington and hii Oat Golonred BliiBtrationB, sewed. 

Tovng Voealigt (The). A Collection of Twelve Songs, each with 
an Accompaniment for the Pianoforte. By Mrs. MonNSxr 
BjLaTHOumxw, (Or bound in cloth, price 2s,) 

Outlines of the Saints. St. Andrew, St. Thomas, St. Stephen, 
and St. John, and the Holy Innocents. By E. M. P. Sewed, 
price ed 



Price M each, elegantly bound in Paper Boards, wUh 
Covers in Chromo-lithography. 

TDHT NATURAL HISTORY SERIES 

OF STOBY BOOKS ABOT7T AlOMALS FOB LITTLE BEADEBS. 
▲LL PBOFUSELT ILLU8TBATXD BT THB BBST ABII8T8. 

Especially adapted for School Prizes and Rewards. In one way 
or another, the books either impart knowledge about Animals, 
or inculcate the desirableness of treating them with kindness. 



Xlttte HeUiePs Bird Gagt. By Hn. 
B. Lu, Author of *<The African 
Wanderers," fto. 

XhaTiByXenafferie. Byl£r8.B.Lxx, 
Author of *<The Afrioan Wan- 
derers/' fto. 

Hie Dof Postnuui* By the Author of 

"Odd Stories." 
The J[isehie?mis Kookey. By the 

Author of "Odd Stories." 
Lily's Letters from the Farm. By 

MjLXT Hoopm, Author of " Ways 

and Trioks of Animals." 
Ow Dof Frin. By ACabt Eoopkk, 

Author of "Ways and Trioks of 



Little ITeddie's Kenagerie. By Mrs. 

B. Lu, Aufchoar of " The Aftioan 

Wanderers," fto. 
Fralieaome Frisk and his Friends* 

By the Author of ''Trottie's 

Story Book." 

Wise Birds and Clever Dogs* By the 
Author of "Tuppy," "Tiny 
Stories," fta 

Artful Fussy. By the Author of « Odd 
Stories,** &o. 

The Pet Pony. By the Aatbor of 
*<Trottie's Story Book." 

Bow Wow Bobby. By the Author of 
« Tuppy," " Odd Stories," fto. 



The above 12 vols, in Cardboard Box with Picture Top, price 9.9. 
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In 21 Port*, cfort U7np,fanaf hincKng, with Chromo on side. 6^- 
Price 6A eacA, 

TAKHTfr TAIES POR COTTA&E HOMES. 

Folly illustrated. 



N.B, — Each Tale is Illustrated and complete in itself. 



1. Tbe Miller of Silllrook : a Bubal Talk* 

2. Tom Trueman : a Sailob m a MEROHAHTUAir. 
Sr Hichael Hale and His Family in Canada* 

4. J(dm Armstrong, the Soldieb. 

6. Joseph Rndge, the Australian Shephebd. 

6. Life Undergronnd; or, Dice the Colliebt Boy. 

7. Life on the Coast ; ob, the Little Fisher Girl. 

8. Adventures of Two Orphans in London. 

9. Early Bays on Board a Man-of-War. 

10. Walter, the Foundling : A Tale of Olden Ti]os. 

11. The Tenants of Siinnyside Farm. 

12. Hohnwood ; 0R» the New Zealand Sbttlbb. 

13. A Bit of Fnn, and what it cost. 

14. Sweethearts : A Tale of Yulaoe Life. 

15. Helpful Sam. By M. A. B. 

16. Little Pretty. By F. Bayfobd Haerison. 

17. A Wise Woman. By F. Batfobd Harrison. 

18. Saturday Night. By F. Bayford Harrison, 

19. Second Best. By F. Bayford Harrison. 

20. Little Betsy. By Mrs. E. Eelton. 

21. Louie White's Hop-picking. By Miss Jenner. 

N.B, — The Jb'st Twelve parts may also he had in 4 volumes, Is. Sdk 
each vol, and 2 volumes, Ss, 6d, each vol 

St. Paitl's Ghttbohtasd, Loitdoit. 



Digitized by 



Google 



24 



BOOXB rOB TBX TOUHa FDBLISHKD BT 



OUR BOYS' LITTLE LIBRARY. 

FIOrUBES AND BEADING FOK LITTLE FOLK. 

Series of Twelve elegant Utile volumes in Cloth extra^ 
with Picture on front, price 6d. each. The 12 vols, 
in a Box^ price %s. Every page is Illustrated. 
They are especially suited for School Prizes and Rewards. 



Papa's Pretty Gift Book. 
Xamma's Pretty Gift Book. 
Heddy's Picture Story Book. 
Stories for Play Time. 
The Christmas Oift Book, 



6. The Ptise Picture Book. 



7. Little Tommy's Story Book. 

8. Bright Picture Pages. 

9. Xy Little Boy's Story Book. 

10. What Santa Glaus gave me. 

11. Tiny Stories for Tiny Boys. 

12. Little Boy Blue's Picture 

Book. 



OUR GIRLS' LITTLE LIBRARY. 

PICTURES AND READING FOR LITTLE FOLBL 
A Series of Twelve elegant little volumes m cloth, with 
Picture on fronts price 6d. each. The 12 vols, m 
Box, price 6s. Every page is Illustrated. 
They are especiaBy suited for School Prizes and Rewards. 



1. Hellie's Picture Stories. 

2. Stories and Pictures for little 

Trouhlesome. [Stories. 
8. Little Trotahout's Picture 

4. Birdie's Scrap Book. 

5. Stories for Little Curly Locks. 

6. Bright Pictures for Roguish 

Eyes. 



7. Daisy's Picture Alhum. 

8. Wee-Wee Stories for Wee- 

Wee Girls. 

9. Kay's Little Story Book. 

10. Gipsy's Favourite Ckim- 

panion. 

11. Xy Own Story Book. 

12. Pretty Pet's Gift Book. 



THE HOLLY SERIES OF SIXPENNY TOY BOOKa 

With original designs by Ida Waugh. Exquisitely printed in 
bright colours, and issued in attractive and elegant coyers. 
Verses by Amy Blanchabd. Price 6d. each. 

The following is a List of the Books in the Series, 



1. Holly Gfttherers. 

2. LitUe Kay. 

8. Horatio Hamilton Harris. 



4. Our Boys. 

5. The Christmas Carol. 

6. Our Pussy Cat. 
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NEEDLEWORK APPLIANCES. 

Chequered Boards, for Needlework Class Teaching, Cutting- 
Out, measuring 45 by 36 inches. Chequered in squares of one 
inch, and a red line at every ninth inch. Price One Guinea. 
Nett. 

Lined Paper, for " Extensions,** 36 by 45 in. Is. per quire. 

Threaders, 6d. per 100; postage, 3d. extra. 

Plain Hints for those who have to Examine Needlework, whether 
for Government Grants, Prize Associations, or Local Managers; 
to which are added Skeleton Demonstration Lessons to be 
used with the Demonstration Frames, and a Glossary of terms 
used in the Needlework required from the Scholars in Public 
Elementary Schools. By Mrs. A. Floyer, Author of "Plain 
Needlework,** &c. Price, 2s. 

Needlework, Schedule III., Exemplified and Illustrated. By 
Mrs. E. A. Curtis. Cloth, 30 Illustrations, Is. 

The Demonstration Frame, for Class Teaching, on which the 
formation of almost any Stitch may be exhibited, is used in 
the best German Schools. Complete, .with Special Needle 
and Cord, price, 6s. 6d. A Stand for the Frame may also 
be had, price 7s. 6d. 



ELEMENTARY FRENCH & GERMAN 
WORKS. 

L'Ab^cedaire of French Pronunciation: A Manual for 
Teachers and Students. By G. Leprevost, of Paris, Professor 
of Languages. Crown 8vo, doth, 2s. 

Les Jeunes Narrateurs, ou Petits Contes Moraux. With a 
Key to the Difficult Words and Phrases. By Marin de la 
Voye. i8mo, cloth, 2s. 

The Pictorial French Grammar. For the use of Children. 
Forming a most pleasant and easy Introduction to the Lan- 
guage. By Marin de la Voye. With 80 Illustrations. Fcap. 
8vo, cloth. Is. 6d. 

Bellenger's French Word and Phrase Book. Containing 
a select Vocabulary and Dialogues. Cloth limp, Is. 

Der Schw&tzer ; or, The Prattler. An amusing Introduction to 
the German Language. Sixteen Illustrations* cloth^ 2s. 

St. Paul's Chubohyaed, London. 
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NEEDLEWORIC-CLA88 TEACHING 

MANUALS AND APPLIANCES. 

BaoMUMBded by t&e Edveational Departme&t. 

Hiej contain full Instructions as to Pin D&ixl, Position Brill, 
and Needle Drill, as required by the New Code. 

Needle Drill, Position Drill, Pin Drill, Thimltle Drill. 
Price, 3d. 

Needlework Demon straftion Sheets (Nineteen in number). 
Exhibiting by Diagiams and Descriptions the Fomiatio& of 
the Stitches in Elementary Needleworic. 50 by 22 ioches, 
price 9d. each; or Mounted on rolleiB and varnished, 28. 6d. 
The fatUmdng is a List of the Series, which is tww Complete: — 

Button Hole z Sheet. 



Alphabeu for Maridng . . 6 Sheets. 
True Marking Stitch.. .. 1 Sheet. 

Herring Bone . . . . . . x „ 

Fisherman's StitchforBraid- 

ingJNets z „ 

Stocking Web Stitch (Dam- 

Oramo^ Stocking Mitterial x ^ 
"ing m Gathers, or Stock- 
g, Knotting, or Seeding 



Settmg m Gathers, cm- Stock- 
ii», Knotting, or Sc 
{Emgiisk Method). 



'Whip Stitch for Frills, and 

Fern or Coral Stitch . . i 
Henunii^, Seaming, and 

Etching 1 

Knots, Shortening Knot^ 

Slip Knots, Joining Knots, x 

Stocking Sheet x 

Invariable Stocking Scale . . i 

Swiss Darning z 



Plain Needlework, arranged in Six Standards, with Hints for 
the Management of Classes, and Appendix on Simultaneous 
Teaching. By Mrs. A. Floyer, Principal of the London 
Institute for Plain Needlework, late Senior Examiner of J^eedle- 
nrork to the London School Board. Sewed, 6d. 

Plain Knitting and Mending, arranged in Six Standards, with 

Diagrams. By the same Author, id. 
Plain Cutting^Xrt, for Standards IV., V., and VL, as now 

required by the Government Educational Department. Adapted 

to the Principles of Elementary Gcometiy. By the saioe 

Author. Sewed, Is. 

The Diagrams referred to in the Book, printed on stout paper 
and enclosed in an envelope. Price Is. 

Drawing Book, Needlework Schedule III., Educational Code 
for 1882. Cutting-out required in Standards V., VI. and VII., 
and for Pupil Teachers of the fourth year. Containing also 
copies of Schedule III. for Girls, the Schedule for Pupil Teachers, 
and. the instruction to Her Majesty's Inspectors. Appendix I., 
Needlework on the day of Inspection. Price 3d. 

Sectional Paper, for Use with the Diagrams. 9d. per quke; 
postage, i^d. extra. 

OaiFFiTn, FAsaair, Obxdbn ajsh Welsh, 
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ARITHMETIC, ALGEBRA, & GEOMETRY. 

DARNELL, G.— Arithmetic made Intelligible to Children. 
Being a Series of Gradually Advancing Exercises^ intended to 
employ the Reason rather than the Memory of the Pupil ; with 
ample Explanations of every Difficulty, in Language adapted 
to the comprehension of very young Students. Cloth, Is. 6d. 

\* This work maybe had in Three Parts : — Part I., price 6d. ; 
Part II., price 9d. ; Part III., price 6d. 

A Key to Parts II. and III., price is. (Part L does not require 
a Key.) 

CAY2ER, T. S.— One Thousand Arithmetical Tests f or, The 

Examiner's Assistant. Specially adapted, by a novel arrange- 
toent of the subject, for Examination Purposes, but also suited 
. for general use in Schools. With a complete set of Examples 
and Models of Work. Cloth, Is. 6d. 

•All the operations of Arithmetic are presented under Forty 
Heads, and on opening at any one of the Examination Papers, a 
Complete Set of Examples appears, camfuily graduated. 

Key, with Solutions of all the Examples in the One Thousand 
Arithmetical Tests. Price 4s. 6d. doth. 

The Answers only, price Is. Gd. cloth. 

One Thousand Algefora«ca4 Tests : on the same plao. Svo, 
cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Answers to the Algebraical Tests, 2s. dd. cloth. 

Theory and Practice of the Metric System of Weights and 
Measures. By Professor Lbone Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. 
Third Edition. Sewed, Is. 

An Aid to Arithmetic. By E. Diver, M.D. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 
price 6d. 

The Essentials of Geometry, Plane and Solid, as taught in 
Germany and France. For Students preparing for Examina- 
tion, Cadets in Naval and Military Schools, Technical Classes, 
&c. By J. R. MoRELL, formerly one of Her Majesty's 
Inspectors of Schools. With numerous Diagrams. Cloth, 2s« 

The "Code" Test Cards in Arithmetic: A Series of Cards 
for the various Standards, Mental on one side of the Card, and 
General Aritiiimetic on the other. The whole Series has been 
expressly deseed to meet the requirements of the New Code 
iar Standards II., IIL, IV., V., VI., and VII,, each Standard 
distinguished by its own colour. In cloth case, price Is. each. 

St. Pattl's CHtmosYASD, Ijondok. 
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NEW EDUCATIONAL BOOKS. 



A Dictionary of English History, chrono- 
logically arranged for Examination Students. By Myra 
Marbron. Being a synopsis of all the principal events with 
dates in English History. Cloth. 

A useful book to teachers and learners. 

Historical Readers. By Oscar Browning, M.A., 

Senior Fellow of King's College, Cambridge, and. University 

Lecturer on History. 
Book I. — Stories from English History, 144pp., cloth boards, lod. 

„ II. — England to 1485 i6opp. „ is. 

„ III. „ 1660 1 66pp. „ IS. 

„ IV. „ present date ... i68pp. „ is. 

Each book contains a map of England and numerous illustrations, and the 
right number of lessons ana of pages to satisfy the requirements of the New 
Code and of the recent Circular. Plans of important battles are also introduced. 

The paper, printing, and binding are alike excellent. 

The above series is the work of an eminent historian, who has made it his aim 
that the books should be readable and should be history, and who has avoided, 
as far as possible, the multiplication of dates and proper names, which burden the 
memory without appealing to the intelligence ; and they will be found far 
superior to any set yet published, for instruction, for interest, for accuracy, satd 
for purity of style in composition.^ .They are ec[ually^ suited for board schools 
and for voluntary schools ; no political or religious views are contemned, none 
specially approved. 

Test Exercises in Arithmetic and in Mental 

Arithmetic. A Series of Seven Packets of Duplex Cards for 
the Seven Standards, founded on the lat^sf requirements of the 
Mundella Code, and in accordance with the r^z^^^instructions 
issued to H.M. Inspectors of Schools. Price is, per Packet of 
Thirty Cards. 

Dictation Exercises. A Graduated Collection, 

chiefly selected from the works of Standard Authors ; for use 
in Schools of all grades, and for Students preparing for Oxford 
and Cambridge Local, Civil Service, and other Examinations. 
By the Editor of " Poetry for the Young." Cloth, price 2J. 6«/. 

Gbifftcb, Fabsan, Okbden Ajsm Wblsh, 
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VARIED OCCUPATIONS FOR INFANTS. 

Infants' Drawing Books. Price 2d. each. 

Book I. Vertical and Hoiizontal Lines of varying lengths in com- 
bination. 

Book II. Vertical and Horizontal Lines, with Oblique Lines cross* 
ing one space at a time. 

Book III; Vertical and Horizontal Lines, with Oblique Lines cross- 
ing more than one space at a time. 

A Kindergarten Drawing Book. Compiled by 

T. G. RooPER. Cloth, price u. 6^. A book for Infants' 
Mistresses, containing over two hundred exercises in* drawing 
for the blackboard, by means of which the children of from 
four to seven years of age may be so trained in drawing as to 
be able to enter readily upon the course prescribed for the 
Standards. 

Infant School Drill. Cloth, price i^. ed. Ex- 
ercises for the healthy development of the body, with suitable 
tunes and sixty-six explanatory diagrams. Arranged for the 
use of infants' schools by Winifred Wilson. 

Recitations for Infants Schools ; Including old- 

£aishioned Nursery Rhymes, and other Pieces suitable for chil- 
dren up to eight years of age, written by authors whose names 
guarantee merit Compiled by Wilhelmina Roofer. Cloth 
boards, price 9^. 



ThiSi may be purchased of all booksellers ; or copies will be sent free 
by post on receipt of the published price. 



St. PaTTZi'S CHUBGBTABDy LONDOV. 
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NEW GEOGRAPHICAL READERS. 

Specially compiled to meet the requirements of 
CiFcular 228. 

By J. R. BLAKISTON, M.A,„ 

Trin. Coll., Camb., Author of "The Teacher." 

Adopted by the School Boards for London^ Leeds^ Lekesfer^ 
Derby ^ 6f*c. 

lUastta^ Cloth Goth 

Book. Sundard. LessonSb Maps, tions. Pages. Limp. Boards. 



I. for I. 


containing 40 


I 


31 


100 


8d. 


lod. 


II. „ II. 


>t 


40 


I 


37 


119 


• ■• 


i/- 


m. „iii. 


t» 


53 


13 


i8 


176 


... 


1/3 


IV. „ IV. 


ft 


6e 


7 


16 


160 


... 


1/3 


V. „ V. 


>5 


64 


16 


22 


208 


... 


1/4 


VI. „ VI. 


>J 


49 


17 


13. 


30S 


..• 


1/6 



VII. „ VII. with an Atlas of Physical Geography 
(16 Maps) and numerous Illustrations. 220 pp., 
full, bound, cloth boards, price- 2X4 



Each of these books contain the right number of 
lessons and of pages to satisfy all the requirements of 
the Code and of the recent Circular. 



OPINIONS OF THE. PRESS. 

" The Readers hear evidence on every ^age of tJu author's great experience 
of School IVorkt and of his thortmgh grasp of the conditions under which the 
elements of geography are tmiffit in iJU standards," -^Scaqol. Board 
Chronicle. 

*< /» an examination of these volumes the feature that first strikes the 
reader is, ^robedfly^ the amount of information stored within them^ and the 
more one penetrates into them the more this becomes apparent. The author 
has spared no Idbour to make his boohs the means (f conoeying geeg mpk ieal- 
hnowledge. The information ^ fully sounds and exhibits considerable research. 
Illustrations are introduced here and there^ and the maps are very well done — 
distincit not crowded with names, but just sufficient to strike the attention qf 

the pUpil^'—SCHOOlMASTER, 
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GEORGE DARNELL'S COPY-BOOKS. 

A SURE AND CERTAIN ROAD TO GOOD HAND-WRITING. 

.After ov^r a quarter of a century of pttblic favour, ace everywhere acknowledged 
IIS the best lor simpUcUy and t^roughnett. WHh these Copv-books the pupil 
advances in the art of wntlng with ease and rai)idity, while the labour of the 
teacher is very greatly lightened. They are used in nearly all the best schools in 
Oceat BritiMn and the Colonies wdare adapted to the new Educational Code. 

ADVANTAGES OF THE SYSTEM. 
It is the production of an experienced Schoolmaster. 
It gradually advances from the Sinv>le Stroke to a superior Small-hand. 
The assistance given in the primal lesson is reduced as the learner pro- 
gresses, until all guidance is safely withdrawn* 
The number and variety of the copies secure attention, and prevent the 
pupils copying their own writms, as in books with single head-lines. 
The system insures the progress pf the learner, and greatly lightens the 
labours of the teacher. 



I. 
II. 
iU. 

IV. 



PABNELL'S inmrEBSAL TWOPEinnr COFT-BOOSS, for the 

Standards. x6 N.os., Fcap 4to* 



STANDARD /. 
X Elementary. 

3 Single and Double Letters. 
3 Large Text (Short Words). 

STANDARD IT. 

3 Large Text (Short Words). 

4 Large Text (Short Words). 

5 Text, Large Text, and Figures. 

STANDARD Iff, 

6 Text, Round. Capitals, & Fignres. 

SText, Round and Small. 
Text, Round, Small, & Fignres. 



STANDARD IV. 
9 Text, Round, Small, & Figures. 
xo Text, Round. Small, & Figures, 
zx Round, Small, and Figures. 

STANDARD V, 
la Round, Small, and Figuroa. 
Z3 Round and Small. 
Z4 Round and Small. 

STANDARD VI, 
zs SomUI Hand. 
z6 Small Hand. 



DA&lfZIXni LABOS POST CI0PT-B00S8. i6 Nos., €d. eactu 

The first ten of which have on every alternate line appropriate and carefully- 
written copies^ in Pencil-coloured Ink. to be first written over and then 
lautatad ; the reovuniog nwobcvs having Black Hcad^Unes for imitatioD 
only. Tk0 whaU grMdiMUjf adwmGmzJr0m »mpU Stroltfi to a fu^rior 
Small'htmd, 

% Elementary (Strpkfs. &&) 
3 Single Letters. 
3, 4 Large Text ^hort Words}. 



1 Text, targe Texu and Figures. 
i Round Text, Capitals, & Figures. 



No. 

7 Text, Rovnd & Small. 
8,gi,xo Text,Round,Small,&Figures. 
zz, zs Round, Small, and Figuros. 



Z3,X4 
Z5, z6 



Round and Small. 
Small-hand. 



DABHELL'S FOOLSCAP COPT-BOOKS. 24 Nos., 3^. each, green 
covars ; or on a sqperior paper, marblecoversi 4^ each. 



No. 

z Elementary (Strokes, ^.) 

a Single Letters. 
8, 4 Urse Text (Short Worda). 

5 Text, LaigaTavtand Fignias, 

6 Text, Round and Capitals. 

7 Round, Small and Figures. 

8 Text, Round and Small. 



No. 

9 Round, Small, and Figures. 
10, zx Round and SmalL 
ia»z3',z5 Round, Small) & Figures. 

Z4 Round and Small* 
«<S to 20 Small-hand. 

3z Ornamental Hands. 
' aa to 24 Ladies' Angular Writing. 



6t. Paul's Oexjbohtabd, Lokdov. 
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From THE OLD CORNER OF ST. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD. 
PnbUalMd by eBIRITH, VAXEAN, OXSSEV ft WXL8E. 



I. 
SELF-DOOMEto. By B. L. Farjeon, Author of 
" Great Porter Square " : a Mystery. Paper. lUummated cover. 



"A short story by the popular Author of 'Great Porter Square,' of whom 
the Atherutum spoke as the last and best of a long line of story tellers, descended 
through Wilkie Collins from jytXo^'*—Atheiueum, 



THE STRANGE STORY OF EUGENIA; 

the Necromancer's Hand, &c. By Miss Helen H. Coode, 
with Illustrations by the Author. 

in. 
THE DISK : a Prophetic Reflection. By 

E. A. Robinson and G. W. Wall. 

"A startling romance concerning inventions and discoveries.**— ZtV^nsry 
IV. 

CAPE COD FOLKS. By Sally Pratt McLean. 

** For those who seek amusement there is something to make the reader chuckle 
on every page." — Athenaum. 
** An excellent ^Xxxj!*— Morning Pott, 

V. 

A VOICE FROM THE DIM MILLIONS. 

Edited by M. C. Despard. Frontispiece by Fred. Barnard. 

*' We heartily commend this little book to our readers.*'— CA«rcA BeU*. 
" Grimly and yet pathetically told.*' — Citizen. 

"We trust this little book will reach a wide circle of our ttzAxxs/^—LiUrofy 
World. 

VI. 

AMBULANCE LECTURES: or, What to do in 

Cases of Accidents or Sudden Illness. By L. A. Weatherley, 

M.D., Lecturer to the Ambulance Department, Order of St. 

John of Jerusalem in England. With numerous Illustrations. 

Cloth, thoroughly revised. 

"Very good, and expressed in the plainest language." — The Medical Record. 

*' A safe guide in cases of emergency ; will supply a much-felt want."— ^rr'/uA 

Medical Journal, 

vn. 
THE YOUNG WIFE'S OWN BOOK: a 

Manual of Personal and Family Hygiene, containing everything 
that the Young Wife and Mother ought to know concerning 
her own Health, at the most important periods of her life, and - 
that of her Children. By L. A. Weatherley, M.D. 

"We recommend it with confidence.*' — Bazaar. 

" A most useful book, with the best possible taste.**— C//y Press, 



GRIFFITH, FARRAN, OKEDEN & WELSH, LONDON. 
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